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TO ALL MY FRIENDS 


MFN AND WOMEN, LIVING AND DEAD 


Not for us are content, and quiet, and peace of mind, 
For we go seeking a city that we shall never find 


There 1s no solace on earth for us—for such as we— 
Who search for a hidden city that we shall never see 


Only the road, and the dawn, the sun, the wind, and the rain, 
And the watch fire under the stars, and sleep, and the road agan 


From “ The Seekers,” by JogN MASErILLD 


PREFACE 


experiences from the day of my return from Berln 
after the declaration of war on August 4th, 1914, as 
described ın the final chapter of “More Changes More 
Chances" Tn that and 1n the previous volume, ‘‘ Changes 
and Chances ” (both published by my present publisher), I 
spoke of my boyhood in an Evangelical family ty pical of the 
Victorian age, and at The Schools, Shrewsbury, at that time 
an old-fashioned classical school I spoke of my youth at 
Christ Church, Oxford, and my transformation there under 
a remarkable friendship, of my eaily manhood at Jena 
University, and 1n the Hast End and other parts of London, 
where I contrived to make a precarious livelihood by teach- 
ing, by serving as secretary to the London Playing Fields 
Society, and by hesitating attempts at literature Then came 
my service for the Daily Chronicle under Massmgham, as 
war correspondent in the Greeco-Turkish War of 1897, as his 
hterary editor m London, and his war correspondent during 
the South African War, m Ladysmith and Pretoria An 
unhappy period of service to the same paper under a new 
editor with whom I had few points of agreement followed, 
but it was broken, first, by my part m exposing the 
" &übommations' of Turlish misrule im Macedonia, and then 
by my exposure of the atrocious system of slavery m 
Portuguese Angola and the islands m the Gulf of Guinea 
(1903 to 1905) 

I next told how I was m Russia for the Daily Oh omele 
under Robert Donald, and m the Caucasus and Georgia for 
Harper's Magazwe, during the revolutionaiy years of 1905 
to 1907 "Then how I gladly accepted service nnder Massing- 
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|: this volume I take up the simple narrative of my 
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ham on the Nation, which he “ created,” and, whenever I 
wasin England, wiote for himregularly How he ceased to be 
editor m the year before lus death ıs narrated m the present 
volume Durmg the “ Unrest ” in India (1907~1908) I was 
there for the Dfancheste: Guardian under © P., Scott, and on 
my return was appomtcd leadei-writer for the Daily News 
under A G Gardiner My support of the “ Militants ” in 
ther demand for Woman Suffrage, and my protests against 
their treatment m gaol, broke that connection through no 
fault of the editor himself, soon after I had been present in 
his service at the violent outbreak 1n Barcelona and the sim- 
mermg warfare upon the Riff in Morocco (1909) During the 
fiist and second Balkan Wars of 1912, 1913, I was again in 
Bulgaria, Albamia, and Serbia, in the service of the Daily 
Chronicle under Robert Donald, and the Manchester Guardian 
under C P Scott XY was also present m Ireland at the {ime 
of the ‘‘Covenant” and the troubles in Ulster, for the 
Manchestee Guardian Finally, I was in Borlin for the Daily 
News under A G Gardmer when the Great War began, and 
through the kindness of Sir Edward Goschen, then our 
Ambassador, Í was enabled to escape just ın time, as narrated 
at the close of my last volnme It 1s at this pomt that the 
present volume begins 

The followmg Table of Contents summanises its subjects, 
but for further summary I may say that the nan ative deals 
chiefly with my ea periences during the Great War in Belgium, 
France, the Dardanelles, Salonika, Egy pt, France again, and 
Germany after the A:mistice , m Ireland durmg the pro- 
longed troubles that led up to the Treaty of 1921, ım the 
United States during à voyage of discovery and the Washing- 
ton Conference of 1921-1922, at which I agam served the 
Manchester Guardian under the same great editor, m 
Germany durmg the Ruhr occupation, serving the Daily 
News once more, im Ramsay MaeDonald's Labour tour 
of 1924, servmmg the New Leader under H. N Breilsford , 


. and in Palestme (1926), agam serving the Manchester 
Guardian. 
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At that pomt tho last of these volumes of reminiscence 
ends,*and 1 suppose 1¢ could not end better than in the Holy 
Land Iam quite aware of the charge that the story of one 
man’s life and experiences cannot possibly be worth three 
volumes I have heard that charge brought agaist the 
threo volumes of even Lord Curzon's biography, and Lord 
Curzon’s part in lnstory was incomparably more important 
than mime could be But, for all that, I think there may still 
be considerable interest in the records of ono who has hved 
through the seventy years begining in 1856, and has 
followed the course of their events with closo interest, and 
sometimes with personal contact 

Historians have a habit of marking ther periods by 
wars, and those seventy years, starting from tho Crimean 
War and the Indian Mutiny, are casily marked by the 
Prugsian wars against Denmark, Austria, and France, the 
Russian war against Tukey , the British wars in Egypt and 
the Soudan, the Greco-Turkish War, our South African 
War, the Russo-Japanese War , the Balkan Ware, and tho 
Great War Or one may mark the years by the political 
changes that have gradually brought the whole of tho adult 
population, men and women, mto the voting powor of a 
democracy , and the social changes are at least as wide 
Tn things of the mind those seventy years mclude a period 
of 1magmative hterature unequalled m our history for power 
and variety , a period of scientific discovery and invention 
beyond the dreams of miracle, and a new aspect of tho 
world’s development that has transformed the whole con- 
ception of history and religion. Anyone who durmg those 
seventy years has used even a few of such opportunities for 
thought and action as have been mine should certainly have 
enough to fill three volumes with his records: But even as 
it 1s, I have been obliged almost entirely to omit the more 
intimate and personal memories of the disappomtment, 
depression, rage, hatred, joy, and love that-occupy so much 
of everyone’s existence 

And now that, at the very best, my remaiming'years of hfe 
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must be so few, I. will take lenvo of those who have so kindly 
followed these reminiscences of a long and varied scarcer 
But tho leave-talang must be 1ather huiried, for I am just 
starting to the Near Last for tho twelfth time 
HWN. 
Lonpon, August, 1928 
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CHAPTER I 


WAR 


** Both, sides had no small objects ın view, but put all therr strength «nto 
the war, and not unreasonably For everyone plunges into an enterprise 
more keenly at the beginning, and at that time there were crowds of young people 
an the Beloponnese, and crowds n Athens, who, owing to thew anexperience of 
war, rushed into t without reluctance — Indeed, now that the leading countries 
were engaged, the whole of Greece slood a tiptoe with excitement Many 
solemn sayungs too were quoted, and many holy prognosticators hymned the 
Juture event, both wn the belligerent countries and among neutrals But by 
far the greater majority favoured the Spartan cause, chiefly owing to prophetic 
antwpatwns that the Spartans were going to restore freedom to Greece ” 

"Thucydides on tho beginning of the Peloponnesian War , 
Book II, Chapter 8 

“Tt 1s not yet certain that Russia would take up arms against us of we 
were to be agan attacked by the French, but of the Russians were to declare 
war upon us the French would certainly jorn them wmmedrately And, after 
all, on such a war we should not be so very certain to win, while wt would be 
à great misfortune even rf we were victorious, as in any case we should lose 
a great deal of blood and. t! easure, and also suffer considerable indirect damage 
through the wnterruption of worl and trade, and we should never be able to 
take anything from the French or Russians that would compensate us for our 
losses ” 

Bismarck to Dr Montz Busch, Aprl 7, 1888 “‘Bısmarck Some 
Secret Pages in his History ," vol Ill, page 182 


N the final chapter the chapter called ‘‘ Crashed ! ”’ 

of my previous volume, I said, adapting the words of 

St John the Evangehst, that if the ultimate causes 
of the Great War should be written every one, I supposed 
even the world 1:tself could not contam the books that should 


be witten Year by year smce the double disasters of the 
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War and the Peace, the distinguished statesmen, ambassa- 
dors, and generals most closely concerned have isstted their 
memoirs, their defensive versions, o1 their adverse criticisms, 
and one need not question the eainest solicitude of each to 
narrate the events with exactness, and to clam as motives 
the noblest that enhghtened patriotism could mspue Even 
if we went one step furthe: and assumed that the narratives 
of all were precisely true, and their claims nobly justified, 
the war would remain only another instance of the philos- 
opher’s observation that tragedy 1s not the conflict of mght 
and wiong, but of right and rnght Indeed, the consoling and 
seiviceable idea that one particular man or one particular 
nation was solely responsible for the violent deaths of some 
ten millions of young Europeans during the fifty-two months 
of the war has rapidly faded away since the orgy of folly at 
Versailles , and for causes whether distant or 1mmediaée, the 
future historian will have to seek more deeply mto the 
hearts and minds of men and nations 

To myself, who at that time had followed the course of 
European Instory rather closely for about thirty years, and 
had already been present at some of its crises, the chief 
motives that duced England's participation in the war 
appeared to be in the first place, the necessity of saving 
France from destruction, both for our own preservation and 
for the preservation of a race which has given so much 
charm, beauty, and courageous thmking to the world 
The outrage upon Belgium’s neutrality was of immense 
service to Sır Edward Grey and the war-party at the moment, 
and ıt was amazıng that the German Government or War 
Office should have rmagmed that England would watch it 
unmoved—as amazing as that the French military or 
political authorities should have commanded their armies 
first to strike through Alsace-Lorrame instead of massing 
upon the Belgian frontier But there was nothing strange 
or new 1n teaimg up treaties as '* scraps of paper" ‘Treaties 
more recent than the guarantee of Belgian neutrahty (1839) 
had been freely torn up In 1870-1871 Russia tore up the 
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Treaty of Pans (1856), m 1908 Austria and Bulgaria tore 
up the Treaty of Berlin (1878), and one could name other 
instances Even Lord Courtney, that model of punctilous 
rectitude, laid 16 down (I think at the crisis of 1908) that no 
treaty was expected to last for ever, or even very long 
Bethmann-Hollweg’s phrase about “a scrap of pape: ” was 
as unfortunate as anything that German psychology could 
suggest, and it brought the whole of the British Cabinet 
into hme, with only the two exceptions of Lord Morley and 
Mr John Burns - But the storm it raised seems to me 
exaggerated, for we had remamed unmoved when much 
bigger scraps of paper were torn up But unmoved to allow 
a great Naval Power, as Germany had then become, to 
occupy the Belgian ports! That was dangerous That was 
impossible. When on August 4th I heard Bethmann- 
Hollweg say in Berlin (with many excuses) that the Belgian 
frontier had probably been crossed already I prepared my 
escape ! 

The growth of that Naval Power itself had been an 
Increasing danger for nearly twenty years, and the growth 
had been speeded up since the construction of the D»ead- 


1 The followmg summary of the main international events durmg 
the twenty-four years preceding the war may be of service Kaiser 
Wilham IL (1890) dismisses Bismarck whose guiding principle had been 
fnendship with Russia for fear of the military alhance of Russia with 
France, the Kaiser takes the direction of German foreign affairs into 
his own hands, Nicholas II becomes Tsar of Russia (1894), the Kaiser, 
perceiving the value of sea-power, schemes for a large enough German 
fleet to hold its own in the North Sea and protect German commerce 
throughout the world, after the Jameson Raid he telegraphs to Piesident 
Kruger congratulating um on his success in counteracting 1t (Jan 1, 1896), 
after the defeat of China by Japan, Russie seizes Port Arthur, England 
seizes Werhai-wei, and Germany seizes Kaaochow (1897), Spamsh- 
American war and Fashoda erisis (1898) , South African War (1899~1902) , 
Bulow's new German Navy Bil for doubhng Germany's Navy (1900), 
Boxer rising in. China suppressed by the combined Powers (1900), death 
of Queen Victone (1901), Joseph Chamberlam'vainly attempts alhance 
with Germany (1899-1901) , Anglo Japanese alliance (1902), Edward VIL 
visits Paris (1903), arrangement as to Egypt and Morocco between France 
and England (1904), Russo Japanese war (1904-1905), Dogger Bank 
madent, but war with Russia averted (1904), Kauiser’s visit to Tangier, 
and Delcassé’s fall (1905), Algemras Conference on Morocco (1906), 
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nought (irome name!) had rendered our previous battle- 
ships obsolete, and so allowed Geimany to start almost 
level as our rivals Yor more than three centuries Britannia 
had obeyed the callto1ule the waves She had wiped out the 
rival fleets of Spain, Holland, and France in turn, and here 
was another to be wiped out Fo: Britannia. had not then 
dreamt of allowing equality with the flect of another nation, 
such as she admitted in Washington (1921) She must be 
first, and the rest nowhere ‘“ Twokeelsto one!” The rule 
was simple and obvious, and our peril from aeroplanes was 
then hardly considered 

Almost equally poweiful, on the commercial «ide, was 
another element of fear fear of Germany's morcasing trade 
and manufacture Germany was probably at that time our 
best customer, paying for our goods by exchange with hers 
If only we could iuin her tiade! If only we could eatinguish 
her manufacturmg power! Then she would be obliged to 
buy more of our goods, and we should also capture the 
markets she then supplied To the commercial mind 
that economic fallacy appealed with almost irresistible 
persuasiveness We are a commercial people Germany 


Anglo Russian agreomont to divido Persia into spheres of influence (1907) , 
Edward VII visits the Tsar at Reval, and the Kaisor in a Daily Telegraph 
interview protests lus affection for England (1908), Young Turk revolu- 
tion in Turkey , Prince Ferdinar A declares himself Tsar of Bulgaria, and 
Austria annexes Bosnia Herze fovine (1908), Russian threatens war 
with Austria, but the Kaiser st {nds beside Austria. "* 1n shining armour” 
(1909), the construction of the Dreadnought having 1educed our former 
battleships to insignificance, Germany starts level in the race for a domin 
ating fleet, death of Edward VII (1910), Potsdam agreement botwcen 
Kaiser and Tsar over Bagdad railway and Persia, French occupy, Fez, 
and German gunboat Panther appears ın Morocco port of Agadır (1911) ; 
Lloyd George speaks in protest in the Mansion Houso (July, 1011), war 
narrowly avoided, Italy sees Tmpoh (1911), the Balkan League 
defeats Turkey (1912), Treaty of London, Second Balhan Wear, 
Greece, Serbia, and Roumamia against Bulgaria, Treaty of Bucharest 
(1913), Mr Haldane’s visit to Berlin having failed (1912), all Con- 
tmental Great Powers increase armaments and men (1913), hostile 
intrigues between Austria and Serbia, the Serajevo murders (June 
28, 1914), Austria declares war on Serbia (July 28), Germany on 


Russia (August 1), Germany on France (August 3), England on Germany 
August 4) 
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is a commercial rival Germany must be destroyed. The 
conclusion seemed mevitable as Euchd + ] 

I was never taught Economics, but I thmk 1t probable 
that at the root of this economic fallacy lay the spnit of 
separatist Nationalism, which, next to Tndustrialism, was the 
leading mobf of last century's mharmonious orchestra 
Closely connected with that Nationalsm was the further 
scramble for chunks out of the enormous continent of 
Africa The scramble had been so acquisitive that within 
forty years of our noble-hearted Livingstone’s death the 
whole of Africa, with the small exception of Abyssima, 
had fallen to the possession or ‘‘ protection” of various 
European Powers, which were still snarling over the 
frontiers of ther clams, and biting off outlying fragments 
where possible, — ' 

Bust behind these more obvious military, naval, and com- 
mercial motives urging us to the war, lay an undefined and 
obscure element of national suspicion and dishke It was 
true the German people were by race and cast of mind 
nearly akin to ourselves, but family quarrels will sometimes 
occur Queen Victoria’s genume passion for her German 
husband, her natural attachment to her eldest daughter, the 
mother of the rexgnmg Kaiser, and her regard for German 
dynasties as supplymg the consorts most available for her 
other children had maintamed atleast a tolerance of Germans 
among our ruling classes But the people readily followed 
the leaning of the Queen’s successor towards a nation which, 
though for centuries our natural * sweet enemy," was cer- 
tainly sweet, whereas sweetness was not reckoned among 
the German qualities Enghsh tounsts m search of unaccus- 
tomed pleasures found German hterature and the German 
comic papers far less allurmg than the French, and far less 
stimulatmg to torpid sense The German language was an 
obstacle to most, and few travelled far beyond the Rhine 
German manners appeared distasteful, and when Germans 


* This popular fallacy has been repeatedly exposed, and see Norman 
Angell’s “ Must Britain travel the Moscow Road , ” Part I, Chapter 2 
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began to assume a superiority which m former days had been 
claimed as the natural prerogative of our island ‘race, 1t 
became apparent that pride must have a fall, 1f the warning 
of Scripture was to be fulfilled 

Many believed all the pecuha1 characteristics of Germans 
to be gathered up in the Kaiser, but they were wrong His 
mother was only half a German, and she had introduced 
what Bismarck called “dre englische Krantheit,” or 
“rickets,” mto the German bieed and policy Perhaps 
owing to that admixture, the Kaiser gained an enviable 
versatihty, an enviable energy, but he missed the character- 
istic German advantages of patience, thoroughness, and 
dogged limitation to one line of thought or action Every- 
thing by turns or together Kang by Divine Right, Supreme 
War Lord, authority upon Art, lecturer on Strategy, 
Master of Ceremonies, gloiified Commercial Traveller he 
appeared to diffuse rather than sum up the characters of 
his ancestors on both sides, and the diffusion invahdated his 
powers In a remarkable essay published at the beginning 


of his reign (in 1891) a Portuguese writer, Eça de Queiroz, 
said of him 


“In my opinion he is nothing but a dilettante of activities 
a man enamouied of activity, comprehending and feeling 
with unusual intensity the infinite delight 1t affords, and 


desning to experience and enjoy 16 1n every form permissible 
im our state of civilisation ” 


Added to all this was the Kaise1’s unusual familiarity 
with God At first he spoke of God as the Almighty ordering 
all things for German good, but giadually he came to regard 
Him rather as a military Ally, almost ın the same sense as 
the aged Emperor of Austria was an Ally One 1emembers 
his phrase, “ Our old Ally of Rossbach,” when he was assur- 
ing the Prussian officers of God’s future aid That msatiable 
desire to experience every form of activity, combmed with a 
mistaken conviction that God would promote the success 
of his every undertaking, Jed him to disaster But apart 
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from a behef m the Divine assistance such as our fathers 
freely damed but few of us now dare to assert, what man 
among us would act very differently from the young Kaiser, 
if the same opportunities were his ? Give to anyone among 
us two highly gifted parents, bring anyone of us up among 
great traditions of martial and imperial glory, place him 
upon a throne in command of an army hitherto mvinetble, 
and over a people singulaily submissive to authority, 
respecting all reigning famuhes as the chief interest 1n social 
conversation, and always prostrate before a title, concede 
the opportunity of mdulging all the many-sided tastes that 
most people share the greed for flattery, the love of know- 
ledge, the lust of travel, delight in music and art, pleasure in 
society, the joy of drilling large bodies of men and making 
them move ın harmony hke an orchestra, the desire to bene- 
fit one’s fellow creatures and cause them to love us for our 
benefits, and the passion for ımposmg one’s will upon the 
world fo. the world’s lasting good place anyone among us 
im such & position, and who can sweai that he would not 
behave very much as the young Kaiser, or a hind let loose, 
or a wild ass galloping over the desert? "That was why. 
when I saw the Kaiser, whether in Berlin 01 at an Aldershot 
review, or at Queen Victoria’s funeral, I always thought to 
myself, ‘‘ There but for the grace of God go I ” 

It 1s true that this versatile and energetic spirit degenerated 
durmg years of power and courtly adulation After some 
fourteen or fifteen years we come to the “ Willy-Nicky ”’ 
letters, and how lamentable is the change! Pitiful intrigue 
has encroached upon youthful frankness , love of secrecy 
upon a love of publicity, once excessive, malgn distrust 
and hatred upon a disposition naturally open-hearted and 
alive to friendship From boyhood, the temptation to 
military glory had always been strong No matter what his 
philosophic father and highly cultured mother might say, 
the young prince was saturated with the conception of 
splendid war as the tiue field for the display of a ruler’s 
genius For years he struggled against the temptation. He 
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desired to bo hnosn as the" Friedens nicer" much as hie 
uncle Edward was sometimes known ».— " tlie Ta ierdnaker " 
Ho desired to prove his devotion toli: comntr, hy promoting 
her industries, and he succeeded beyond thc dr im of com- 
merce It was not ull he was marh fifty thot he hipan to 
yield to the stress of tempt iion, from out. ide ni v rl is from 
within Up to tlie sery last, csen in. Dr tlin, he in untancd 
at least tlic appeatanec of stturgle ageotn tat, though it co t 
lum lus popularity, and on that fetal day of August, ot T 
watched Jum in his motor sweep alone Later den. Lirden 
through the wildly cxeited populace, the cheers for the 
** Picdensl aiscr " were nothing to compare with the cheers 
for the Crown Prince, hued ac a thunderbolt of var Yet 
the day had come—that day forctald by Ter de Queiroz 
twenty years before, when ‘f Europe would awake to the roar 
of clashing armies, because in tlie soul of the treat dilettarte 
the desire to hnow wat, to enjoy wat, was stronger than 
reason, counsel, or pity for his subjects’? How nearly 
prophetic was the wiiter’s conclusion !—~ 


** If he win, he may have within and without the frontiers 
altars such as were raised to Augustus, should he lose, 
exile, the traditional exile in England, awaits him In 
the course of years (may God make them slow and lengthy ') 
this } outh, ardent, pleasing, fertile in magimation, of sincere, 
perhaps heroic soul, may be sitting in enlm majesty an his 
Berlin Schloss presiding over the “destimes of Iurope—or 
he may be m the Hotel Métropole in London, sadly unpaelung 
from lus exile’s handbag the battered double crown of 
Prussia and Germany.’’? 


In spite of the common fear of Germany's mereasing powel 
at sea and in the commerce of the world, and m spite of the 
Enghsh dislike of Piussian and Imperial manners, many who 
called themselves Liberals were deeply concerned at the 
prospect of a mhtary aliance with Russa Owing to the 
cruel tyranny of the Tsardom, many of us had stuiven to the 


1 Tins remarkable analysis of tho Kaisor’s character m youth was 
quoted in The Temes of December, 1914 For a far moro hostile estimate, 
written “ after the event,” sce “ Kaiser Wilbom II," by Imi Ludwig 
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utmost of ow opportunities to check the progress of that 
alhancé smee i$ orinated (durmg the years 1906-1908) 
under the guise of the 7':ple Entente Some of us who, hke 
myself, had witnessed how incapable of organisation the 
Russian authorities of those days were, distrusted the 
alliance even ın a military sense, and never put the smallest 
fath m the myth of that ‘Steam Roller,” which we knew 
was just as likely to roll backwards upon its own people as 
forwards upon the enemy , as indeed happened, When it 
became clear that Sazénov, the Russian Foreign Minister, 
and Sukhomlinov, the Russian War Minister, had actually 
begin the war on July 31 by orderimg a general mobilisation 
without the Tsar’s knowledge, or even against Jus expiess 
command, we knew that the worst must be expected, and 
anyone with the smallest experience of Russian arms and 
pohties ought to have known it too But our dishhe of 
finding our country m active alhance with so brutal a 
despotism as the Tsaidom was stronger even than these 
apprehensions 2 

From the first the German people had regarded the war 
as chiefly a conflict with Russia another stage in the pro- 
longed and enormous conflict between Teuton and Slav 
The speech of Haase, the leader of the Socialists in the Reich- 
stag, on the fateful 4th of August was significant Only 


three speeches were made The Chancellor Bethmann- 
Hollweg said 


“The solemn hour that puts our people to the proof has 
struck Our army 1s ranged on the field, om fleet 1s ready 
for war Behind them stands the whole German people ” 


Dr Kaempf, President of the Reichstag, spoke, and then 
Herr Haase 


“Up to the last,” he sad, “ we have struggled for the 
maintenance of peace, especially for the sake of our brothers 


Professor Henry Elmer Barnes m ‘‘ The Genesis of tho World War,’ 
maintains that the Russian mobilsation began on July 24 and became 
general on the 30th 7 
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in France Now we stand befoie the iron fact of war We 
are threatened by the horrors of invasion Our people and 
our future liberties are at stake They will be lost under a 
victory of the Russian despotism, which 1s stained with the 
blood of the noblest personalities among its own people 
To avert this peril, we must maintain the civilisation and 
independence of our own country Therefore, we Socialists 
repeat what we have always asserted 1n the crisis of danger 
we will not leave our nation in the lurch ” 


When I was in Berlin during the first few days of the war, I 
realised, rather to my surprise, that ıt was the horror of a 
possible Slav invasion that loomed most terribly before the 
people’s minds, and having known something of Russians 
under the Tsardom, I could not but sympathise As to the 
Germans themselves, among whom I had hved so long with 
amused contentment and homely pleasure, I could but echo 
what my spiritual friend, Goethe, once said of the Ifrench 
when patriotic detractors charged him with neglecting to 
write war-songs durmg Napoleon’s great mvasion 


“ I have never shammed (habe maze affectsrt) im my poetry 
What I have not lived thiough, what has not touched me to 
the quick, I have never uttered ın prose or verse I made 
love songs only when I was in love How could I have 
written songs of hate without hatred ? And between ou- 
selves I didn’t hate the French, though I thanked God when 
we got rid of them How could I to whom civilisation and 
barbarism are the only two differences of importance, hate & 
nation which 1s one of the most civilised on earth, and to 
which I owe so great a part of my own mental growth * 

National animosity in. general is a pecuhar thing In the 
lowest degrees of civilisation 1t 15 always strongest and most 
violent But there 1s a point where 1t vanishes altogether 
where we stand, as 1t were, above the nations, and we feel 
the happiness or misery of a neighbourmg people as though 
it were ourown That degree of civilisation suited my nature, 


and I had become firmly established m it long before I 
reached my sixtieth year "i 


When the appalling reality of war burst upon us, nearly 


2 “ Conversations with Eckermann ,” March 14, 1830, 
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everyone longed to justify our cause, and most of us 
succeeded, whether with reason oi without it We were not 
great enough, I suppose, to stand, hke Goethe and Romain 
Rolland, above the nations Our sympathies were too deeply 
involved ın the risks or losses of our own people, our own 
fmends But if national ammosity 15 stzongost in the lowest 
degiees of crvilsation, the average degree of civilisation in 
this country was not igh Lamentable proof lay m the 
wiecking and plunder of German shops, the atrocious ill- 
treatment of old and respectable Germans as they were 
marched to internment camps, and the embargo laid upon 
German books and German music Why, when Professor 
Ennstein of Berlin published his Theory of Relativity, many 
papers asserted that he was a Swiss, because no man of 
genius could spring from Germany ! 

It was but natural that this blaze of national animosity 
should be fed and fanned by the bishops and clergy of the 
Estabhshed Church A Church so closely attached to the 
State, so dependent upon State support, could hardly with- 
out dishonour fail to support the State m countervailing 
measure Priests professing the Gospel of peace were placed 
in & difficult and unenviable dilemma, and I understood and 
pitied their perplexity As I listened to their violent incite- 


ments, I often recalled the verses of Dryden upon their 
position 


** How answering to ets end a Church «s made, 
Whose power ıs but to counsel and persuade I 
O solid roch on which secure she stands / 
Eternal home, not built wrth mortal hands / 
Q sure defence agarnst the infernal gate, 

A patent dung pleasure of the State | "1 


Lhe last couplet fairly well expresses the situation of the 
State Church, and explains the trouble of priests, especially 
of bishops, who by nature and position were driven to stir 
all hearts to belligerent fury, and yet perhaps regarded as 
Divine the blessmg bestowed upon peacemakers and the 


+ Dryden’s “ Allegory of the Hind and the Panther, ” published 1687 
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precept to love their enemies Their wiiggling contortions 
m attempting to reconcile patiiotic mprecations with bebef 
m the Christian verities amused rather than edified, but 
appeared to prove that the behests of Divinity must be 
interpreted as occasion demands 

Another class with whom I deeply syinpathused was made 
up of the people whose temperaments or means of livelihood 
had been so dull that they welcomed the excitement of war 
as a stimulus to ther benumbed or atrophied sensations 
Honoris always attractive to the insensitive man or woman, 
as ıs proved by the crowds that gather to see a horse killed 
in the street or to “ assist’ at an execution Scenes and 
even thoughts of bloodshed provide a thrill which, if not 
distinctly pleasurable, at Jeast enlivens, and here was blood- 
shed upon a vast and umposing scale, not far away 1n China, 
but at the very doors of our country, volving the deaths, 
not of abstract foreigners, but of men hike ourselves, often 
actually famihar by sight or reputation or friendship 

In this class were included large numbers of women , for 
the life of women 1s usually more monotonous than ours, 
and their desire for change and excitement at least as great 
Many, with eager benevolence, seized the opportunity of 
patriotic variety im nursmg and other pubhe services for 
which their femimme capacity specially adapted them 
They thus combined the pleasures of unaccustomed heroism 
with the fnlfilment of function, which in itself 1s the very 
definition of happmess In a shghtly different class, but 
equally deserving of sympathy, stood the numerous young 
women and girls who vaguely recognised that a great war 
threatened their hope and desire of motherhood With 
natural allurements they hung about the streets and 
encampments, longmg for the embraces of a lover before 
1t should be too late But foi the most part the young men 
were too deeply engrossed m their serious duties to pay 
much attention to these pitiful umportunities, and though 
at one time there aiose much kindly commiseration 


ee 


over war babies," I beheve few of that kind actually 
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* matenahsed" if I may use an ungamly word that 1s 
here appropriate 

'The motives of the young men and boys whom one used 
to see crowdmg in thousands around St. Martin's Church m 
Trafalgar Square and all other recruiting offices, were various 
High among them stood the ambition of heroic endeavour, 
of the noblest service to & beloved country, and a longing to 
strike at enemies whom the clergy and the popular papers 
industriously instructed them to hate and fear Added to 
this were the promptings of self-respect, and the appre- 
hension of bemg taunted for cowardice, especially by women 
and girls, whose gifts of white feathers made hfe unendur- 
able Besides, as was the case of many women, the young 
men gladly welcomed an opportunity of escape from the 
monotonous tedium of work and marriage, or the still more 
tedious monotony of unemployment The army brought a 
relaxation of habit, a freedom from responsibility, a deliver- 
ance from the torment of hesitation There can be no “ two 
minds’? where obedience is all in all The joys of the 
recruits for whom Kitchener called have been accurately 
described by a distinguished writer who himself dyed lus 
white hair and, with splendid falsehood, jomed up as an 
ordimary private Speaking of the new recruit, he wiites: 


“ All his maturity’s worries and burdens seemed, by some 
magical change, to have dropped from him, no difficult 
choices had to be made any longe, hardly a moral chart 
to be conned , no one had any finances tò mnd, nobody 
else’s fate was put in his hands, and not even hisown All 
was fixed from above, down to the time of his gomg to bed 
and the way he must lace up lis boots His vow of willmg 
self-enslavement for a season had biought him the peace of 
the soldier which passeth understandmg as wholly as that of 
the samt, the bhtheness of heart that comes to both with 
ther clarifymg, tranquuhzmg acquiescence in some mystic 
will outside ther own Immersed m that Dantean repose 
of utter obedience the men slept like babies, ate ke hunters, 
and rediscovered the Joy of infancy in getting rather element- 
ary bodily movement to come nght ?1 

1 * Disenchantment,' by C E Montague, p 6 
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Add to such joys the flattering promises that employ ers 
would keep his place open for him, that he would five ina 
land fit for heroes , and that women would welcome him back 
with every kind of honour and delight, ending in a climax of 
kisses, as sung on every platform , and what young Briton 
could resist the attraction, the glamour of war? For who 
was in those days cynic enough to foretell the lamentable 
deception awaiting all those promises ? 

By myself, apait from the torture of patriotic anxiety, the 
first few months of the war wete spent in chafing uncertainty 
and consequent depression Lord Kitchener had always 
detested wai co1icspondents, holding them to be “ the curse 
of modern armues,’”’ as Wolseley had deseribed them 1n the 
first edition of his “‘Soldici’s Pocket Book” The War 
Offico, ıt 1s true, drew up a book of '* Regulations for Press 
Correspondents "' 1n th1ee parts, thu ty-seven paragraphe, and 
six appendices Major A G. Stuart, of a Pathan Regiment, 
was appointed to organise us, and a better appointment could 
not have been made For, though a stalwart Protestant 
from Ulster, he was indeed the “ perfect gentle kmght," 
gallant, courteous, sympathetic, and once a boy at my own 
school upon the Severn He did all that man could do to 
assist us He chose twelve out of our number with orders to 
hold ourselves ready to start the moment that Kitchener 
gave the word He accompanied me peisonally to arrange 
our future mess, and even to hire a French cook for our 
service He sent me the various oiders as they issued from 
the War Office, and m strict obedience I purchased saddlery, 
camp-kit, and a horse, upon which for some weeks I deso- 
lately cantered up and down the riding tiacks of Hampstead 
Heath Jengaged a seivant from the staff of the Daily News 
office-boys, and when he went melancholy mad, I engaged 
another Upon a counter-order I sold my horse at a profit 
of £2, and set about the purchase of a motor as mstructed 
Tıme after tıme ıt appeared certam that we should start 
Generals French and Joffre both agieed to our gomg All 
was ready, but Kitchener remamed mimmovable It was an 
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instance of that extiaordmary man’s mam weakness He 
could rot depute authority, but, though overwhelmed 
beyond conception by the massive toil of the war, he must 
needs look into every detail for himself and would not trust 
the mmor affair of correspondents even to so entirely trust- 
worthy a man as Stuart 

Tnstead of employing men who had experienced many 
wars and much censorship, Lord Kitchener thought the 
people of England ought to be satisfied with the messages 
sent officially by an officer who signed himself “‘ Hye-witness,”’ 
and rmmagimned he was fulfillmg his duties during the most 
terrible war m which our country had ever been engaged by 
diffusmg such news as the following 


* Withm sight of the spot where these words are being 
penned the chauffeur of a General Staff motor-car 1s complet- 
ing his morning toilet m the open After washing hands and 
face in a saucepan minus handle, which he has balanced on 
an empty petrol-can, he carefully brushes his hair with an 
old nail-brush, using the window of the car, m which he has 
slept, as a looking-glass From the backward sweep he 
gives to his somewhat long locks, and judging by his well-cut 
and clean, but dull, brogue shoes, 1¢ 1s clear that he has once 
been a ‘ knut,’ in spite of lus oil-stamed khala service Jacket 
and trousers " 


Or take another picture of warfare from the same 
despatch 


“ At the dinner hour yesterday, m a house which, in 
ordinary times 1s a second-class café in a small country town, 
this trait (1e of resignation) was exhibited to a curious 
degree” (Here follows a long description of the house and 
kitchen and the officers having lunch ) “‘ Quite nnperturbed, 
amidst a cloud of flies, the ‘ patron,’ his wife, and family, 
were discussing their own déjenner with gusto, immersed m 
their own affairs and also m a shower of grease, for they were 
eating artichokes, each petal of which was first dipped m a 


bowl of melted butter and conveyed to the mouth with a 
flourish ” 


Such passages are perhaps worth preserving to show what 
an official correspondent 1s cepable of, and what kmd of stuff 
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usually known in our profession as “tosh” or “ hog- 
wash" was palmed off upon the British people wken sons, 
brothers, husbands, and lovers were dying daily, and the air 
seemed to vibrate with their departing souls 

Even Major Stuart’s patience was exhausted at last, and 
on the last day of the year (1914) he abandoned his task as 
hopeless and jomed the GHQ at St Omer as one of the 
Inteligence Officers Tn the meantime, even the most 
obedient of us, hke myself, had m despair taken to dashing 
over to France or Belgium, runmmg about there at perpetual 
risk of being arrested and shot, and running back to London 
with far more news than our papers wee allowed to publish 
On these distracting terms I was present at Boulogne ın the 
middle of August, and watched those noble “ Old Con- 
temptibles ’ landmg They formed the finest army that ever 
left our shores, or perhaps any shores the men trained to 
perfection, the equipment faultless, the horses beautaful 
with their shmmg coats, their large, 1ntelligent, and patient 
eyes men and horses so soon to be destroyed There, too, 
I saw the coffin of Geneial Grierson, the strategist, who had 
died suddenly in a train, embarked among a guard of French 
Territorials and 200 of lis own Argyll and Sutherland 
Highlanders Two or three times I was 1n Calais, sometimes 
sleeping 1n the station, sometimes 1n the tiny garret of a 
shoemaker who befriended me Once I saw a host of refugees 
from Belgium tratlmg through the town with the customary 
bundles:of bedding, food, and birdcages, and with them went 
the King of the Belgians on his way to Rouen Another day 
I entered the old church of Calais, which I had so often 
welcomed as the sign that again I was m France, and there 
I found a strange seivice bemg held From each column of 
the central arches supporting the old slated spire hung five 
tricolor flags The chow was decorated with the Papal 
colours ‘The nave was crowded with old men and girls, 
who at regular intervals stretched out both arms, crying m 
unison, “ Sauve la France! Sauve la Fiance !” and so con- 
tinued for the space of an hour 
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At another time Geoffrey Young (famous mountaineer and 
Eton ma&ter of former days, a poet, too, and later in the war 
destined to win distinction and to lose a hmb upon the 
Ttahan front) he and I contrived to reach Dunkirk from 
Calais, very narrowly escapmg the fate of three Germans, 
who, disguised as British officers, had been shot as spies just 
before we arrived In that ancient town, more Flemish than 
French, we found scattered Enghsh people seeking what 
service they might do the beautiful Millicent, Duchess of 
Sutherland, organising à hospital; Captam Brandon, R N, 
m command of the port, and raging agamst the ways of 
French officials (mdeed the situation was difficult, for com- 
mand of the whole district seemed hopelessly divided between 
French, British, and Belgians), and Dr Hector Munro, 
most simple-hearted, most generous, and best beloved of all 
medica) idealists, who had settled a hospital ‘‘ Unit’ m a 
priests’ college at Furnes, some twelve miles south-east. 
To that little city, beautiful with cathedral and seventeenth- 
century square, I was driven out, and was at once set to work 
upon an ambulance that wandered through roads and level 
fields deeply pitted with shell holes right up to the gates of 
^ Dixmude, which was flaming in several places, the bombard- 
ment being very severe (October 23) ATN the windows were 
broken, and the stieets covered with shattered glass that 
crunched under our feet as we walked to the centre of the 
blazmgtowu Only dogs and goats were to be seen, searching 
m vain for their human friends But Belgians still held the 
place, firmg from the widows of the houses till the flames 
or shells drove them out At the entrance to the town, near 
the bridge over the Yser, a private house had been converted 
into a dressmg-station, and there the wonnded were dragged 
m for the stanchng of blood and the simple amputations, 
rapidly executed by two doctors, while two priests attended 
the dymg 
: Filtmg our ambulance cart with the due number of 

cases,” Lady Dorothy Feidmg and I drove them back to 


Furnes, and in the long ward there, as we passed from one 
o 


- 
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appalling sight of anguish to another, a nurse of some literary 
reputation said tome '* Would rulers make war if (hey saw 
this ?" And I could only reply, '' Yes, they would." 

Next day I drove out with the ambulance to Westende to 
collect the wounded from the neighbourmg httle town of 
Nieuport, near the mouth of the Yser The town itself 
was being destroyed too rapidly for entrance, and even its 
pleasant “ seaside resort ” was under heavy fire Large shells 
came crashing through the roofs of its lodging-houses, and 
upset the bilhard tables ın the casno The gentle esplanade 
was strewn with bodies of the dead, and into the salon of one 
hotel the wounded were being carried The attack was 
answered by four six-inch guns emplaced in the golf-link 
bunkers, while four more were concealed among the birch 
trees of the public garden The resort had provided itself 
with everything conducive to tho restoration of health, but 
over the long Ime of salutary bathing-machines, huge cones 
of iron were flying at à thousand miles an hour, flung from 
a great black ship that crept along the coast broad in the 
beam, almost oval in shape, almost flat-bottomed accom- 
pamied by two or three ghding destroyers Those black and 
slowly moving ships were extending even beyond the hmb 
set by the sea the grim hme reaching to Switzerland along 
which the thunder of the guns never stopped by night or 
day By day the line was marked by sudden white puffs 
hke wool spurting flame or by vast splashes of black, and by 
night by flashes of yellow light, recurring faster than eyes 
can blink 

Watching that lme of smoke or bimbing flashes, to and 
fro upon their country roads, the inhabitants of the tou ns, 
villages, and faims continually moved in search of safety, 
bearing with them therr children and baggage of selected 
goods Upon the highest sandhills they stood in groups, 
waiting to see whether they could venture home for one 
more day or night They saw their lanes and highways now 
‘crowded with dark blue men, lighter blue men with red 
trousers, mounted men whose dark cloaks partly concealed 
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carefnlly, browned breastplates, nnd whose helmets had 
brown covers drawn over them, though the long horse- 
tail plumes hung down their backs as m Napoleonic pictures 
They saw motor lorries, armoured cars, and ambulances 
herded mm the famshar fields, and batteries of big guns seck- 
ing the shadow of willows along the riverside And by day 
and mght the thunder of imminent destruction never ceased 
On my return to London, I found that the Daily News, for 
‘which I was then chiefly working, and even Massmghom, 
editor of the Nation, considered an account of war as ib 
really is and always must be too horrible for the country to 
bear, and I resolved not to go out again unless authorised 
by the War Office or engaged upon some definite and 
practical work Geoffrey Young made the same resolve, and 
we offered our assistance to a Quaker Ambulance Unit which 
was thén just starting, for we thought that our knowledge 
of the ground and of the British and Belgian authorities 
might be useful, as it was On our crossing with thirty 
Quaker youths we were passed by destroyers racing to the 
SOS signal of a three-funnel cruiser, the Hermes, which 
had been torpedoed twice by a submarine, with an interval 
of 35 minutes Imitating the crews of the destroyers, our 
youths showed fine eagerness and courage in saving hfe, 
and nearly all the cruiser’s men were brought aboard except 
fifteen lulled by the explosions The body of a naval officer 
was committed to my charge to chafe and pummel, and I was 
so successful that after about half an hour’s incessant labour 
upon him, he began to groan and cry and curse with the 
anguish of returning hfe, and I landed him in Dover almost 
completely restored , for we had turned back with the saved 
When at last we reached Dunkirk, we were set at once to 
work night and day among the rows of wounded lying on 
straw in the long railway shed beside the quay} Among 


! These sheds suggested the picture called “La Patre,” by my son, 
O R W N, who worked for this Quaker uni5 as hospıtal orderly and 
driver for some months before joing the Regular Army, and so gained 
his first experience of war Later on, having been discharged from the 
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them were a few wictched German prisoners, all Severely 
wounded, and left untended to rot with suppuiatmg, stink- 
ing, and gangiened wounds In spite of their atrocious 
condition, so strong was national hatred at the time that the 
Fiench and Belgian surgeons 1efused even to look at them, 
and treated us to all manner of satuic abuse because we 
cleansed and bandaged the suffering limbs of “ the enemy,” 
who to us had become merely men The French authorities 
even threatened to send the whole Quaker Unit home if we 
persisted in our humanity I have never known British 
soldiers behave as others then behaved to helpless and 
suffering opponents, nor can I imagine it 

But, with their usual silent, unyielding, and exasperating 
meekness, the Quakers established our footing By the help 
of the British Consul, Mr Sarell, and his wife, I engaged an 
empty hotel at Malo-les-Bains close to the town, ‘and 1t 
served as head-quarters till 1t was bombed much later im the 
war, after the Quakers had sent outposts all along the Belgian 
frontier and had extended a branch to the Italian front, with 
the assistance of Geoffrey Young and George Trevelyan, the 
histonan It was whilst arranging this settlement with the 
Consul that I was suddenly brought face to face with Lord 
Kitchener, who had come over to consult upon some detail 
such as he loved Í had seen Lord Kitchener often in the 
South African War, and, through the kindness of Sur lan 
Hamilton, had once conversed with him in Pretoria 1 I had 
since seen himin Indiatoo Now I saw him for the last time 
He was always gigantic, but now had grown much heavier— 
not protuberant, but massive all over His face was a deep 
red, heavily embossed, and so swollen at the eyelids that the 
eyes almost disappeared He strode through the entrance 
door without a word, as one conscious, as well he might be, 
of his great record and his vital importance to the country 
Army for rhenmatie fever, he was selected as one of the official] War 


Artists, and worked as such till the Armmstice Examples of his war work 
are now in the War Musenm, the Tate Gallery, and the Luxembourg 


1 See “ Changes and Chances,” p 322 
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that trusted hım, and would have trusted no one else so 
well, for hus reputation was of more value than himself 
It was November Ist, 1914, and the fatal crash amid the 
storm beside the rocky coast of the Orkneys lay still more 
than nmeteen months ahead 

Another scene of that time will not leave my memory. On 
November 2nd, the Tnspector-General of the Belgian Army 
Medical told me he could not have the Quaker Unit in 
Dunkirk, but suggested Ypres, as bemg controlled by the 
British Tn one of our own ambulances, Phihp Baker (who 
commanded the Unit, and was then famous chiefly as a 
Cambridge runner, now for his service to the League of 
Nations) he and Geoffrey Young and I lumbered through 
green Belgium till, at the entrance nto Ypres a sentry of the 
Coldstream Guards told us that the Seventh Division had 
been ,wiped out, and mentioned certem well-known 
battahons that were reduced to fifty or & hundred men 
At no great distance eastward the growling and roar of guns 
and rifles sounded in the coming night We were directed 
to a convent laid out as a hospital, but destitute of patients 
owing to the increasmg danger The eighteen nuns, a priest, 
and a doctor were sleeping m a deep cellar, which they had 
bainucaded to exclude even the air, amd they generously 
offered us a share of the refuge But we preferred the upper 
story 

At early dawn TI went mto the streets, and for the first 
tame saw the famous city then still standing 1n all its beauty 
Tn the big square, detachments of our men were gathered 
impatiently round small fires and camp-kettles, hoping there 
might still be time for breakfast 

But in the Hotel Chatelame the medical and other staffs 
were hurriedly packmg up, and as I stood at the door making 
enquiries for our proposed hospital, a huge shell (‘‘ Jack 
Johnson ” or “ Black Maria ” as those shells were then called) 
crashed into the beautiful Cloth Hall and carried away a great 
chunk of the north-east corner Another crashed mto the 
Cathedral, which stood just behind the Cloth Hall, and I then 
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noticed that the towers of both buildings had been lately 
covered with scaffolding for necessary repairs, never to 
be necessary again. Shells were now falling with increasing 
rapidity, and, though polte and even gemal, the Principal 
Medical Officer refused discussion, and J heard that the 
Kaiser, being with the German troops, had given orders to 
capture the city without delay Suddenly random 
battalion, made up of mixed and scattered details, camo 
marching through the south end of the square, singing 
“Tipperary ’? as they came I wont with them out beyond 
the ancient walls and the moat that Marlborough knew, 
until we came to batteries trying to conceal themselves 
among the trees Forward along the road the Menin 
road, afterwards so famous still singing “ Tipperary,” 
that confused httle body of Englishmen advanced, 
straight towards tho line of smoke and fire—morituri 
It was tho saddest sight I have Lnown that early 
mormng of November 3rd The “Ypres Sahent” was 
being formed 

J was four or five times in Dunkirk with the Quaker Unit 
after that, and twice again got out to Ypres, watching its 
rapid ruin and the destruction of tho Sacré Ceur hospital, 
where the Unit had been for a time established Woeston 
and Boesinghe also I then came to know, and Dickebusch 
and the hill of Kemmel, against which the war was beginning 
to surge, and the moie I saw of Quaker youth the more I 
admired 1+ But for the most part I was kept at home, 
speaking on the war, helping with drill, writing for the Nation, 
the Daily News, and Votes for Women, and otherwise eating 
my heart At last in mid-January, 1915, some of us corre- 
spondents were politely mvited by the French General Staff 
to visit the scenes of battles already agemg into history 
With Ashmead-Bartlett, Sidney Low, the distinguished 
journalist and historian, Frederick Palmer, the American, 
whom I had known m the Balkan War, and a few others, I 
was taken along the valley of the Marne, and on to Nancy, 
where Titular King Stanislaus of Poland once ordered the 
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most besufiful of eighteenth-eentury courts to be erected 
for his temporary capital of Lorrame + 

AJl was peace or rmn there now, and we could wander at 
ease round the famous Couronné de Nancy, which, during the 
first twelve days of September, had been held by Castelnau 
with the 5th Army agaimst four or five Army Corps under 
Prmce Rupprecht of Bavaria, as he strove m vain to burst 
through the gap between Toul and Epinal, and shatter the 
French nght upon the Marne Thus we stood at a turning- 
pomt perhaps the main turnmg-pomt of the war From 
various heights around the semicircle of hills, we could look 
far wp the Moselle valley To the north-east Metz was just 
visible. East and south-east stood the Vosges, which I once 
knew so well East across the Vosges was Strassburg, and 
close at hand Ilay Lunéville, where, m trymg to thank the 
Commandmg Officer, who gave us a three hours’ lunch, I 
made the worst speech ever made in the language we call 
French 

Two other occasions interested me more on the hill of 
Ste Geneviève I found a battered old cross and shrme, with 
an inscription informing the traveller that “‘ Here the brave 
Christian Jovin conquered the Barbarians from Germany in 
the Year of Our Lord 366,” and, again, in the utterly 
rumed village of Gerbévillers I was mtroduced to the then 
celebrated Soeur Juhe, a short, fattish, smrilmg woman of 
fifty, who, when the place was burning, stayed there with 
three other Sisters to look after some 300 wounded 
Modestly dehghting in her fame (for President Poincaré and 
the Prince of Wales had called to see her), she thoughtfully 
presented me with the little medal of the Virgin that Cathohe 
girls wear at their First, Communion. 

Not to be outdone by French politeness, the War Office nm 
March (1915) at last decided to send out small parties of 
correspondents, and appointed officers to lead us round the 
front As throughout the war, the appomtments were 
excellent, On this occasion (March 8 to 15), mdeed, our 

* Bee Carlyle'a '* Frederick tho Great," Book IX, Chapter XI, 
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officers were men of particular mterest Fust there was 
Major Stuart, late of the Pathans, whom I have?^already 
mentioned as a man of very unusual charm and abihty 
Then there was Captam J C Faunthorpe, once of Balhol, 
and a friend of George Steevens, the war correspondent of 
genius ,1_ afterwards m the Tndian Civil Service, shy, 
reserved, and too thoughtful of nature to be very acceptable 
in the army, but afterwards to gain distinction in Washington 
and in India agam With him was Captam Reynolds, also 
an Oxford man and an Tndian Civilian of high distinction 
since increased And for the fourth we had Hesketh 
Prichard, gigantic m form, endlessly strong, a famous 
hunter m Patagonia, Newfoundland, Labrador, and other 
wild parts of the earth, but now since his death in action 
affectionately remembered chiefly as the best of “ snipers ” 
and teacher of “ smpmg ” m the war 

We were quartered at the GH Q m St Omer, close beside 
the finest ancient church ın the town Attached to the 
General Staff there, I found some whom I had known m 
various scenes before, such as Nevil Macready, who had been 
on Sir George Whuite’s Staff im Ladysmith, and was now 
Adjutant-General to Sir John French , George Fowke, who 
as a young Captain in the Sappers had blown up the Boers’ 
“Long Tom” on Gun Hill at Ladysmith,? and was now 
Isngineer-in-Chief to the Expeditionary Force, Mauuce 
Baung, whom I had known in Russia during the troubles 
of 1905-1906 and who was now serving as interpreter and 
generally useful man on the aerodiome under Colonel 
Sykes , Sidney Roland, once of Toynbee Hall, now working 
upon the geim of *' spotted fever,” which was prevalent at 
that time, and of which he afterwards died , and there were 
a good manv mote, besides Philip Gibbs and others who had 
heen my colleagues in various lands 

hut certainly the most remarkable man I met in those 

fos. days (for Y saw Sir Wilham Robertson, Chief of Staff, 


Pow U"UClenoninnlCunnee ," Chapten *Tady mth" 
? 5e "C anzi iend Chine ,' p 212 
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only m the distance) was Sir Henry W ilson, who had me to 
dimner 2n the “‘ Liaison Department ” | I knew little about 
him at the time, but wrote of him that evenmg as 


* A very bnlhant person, of wide international knowledge, 
said to have been the guiding spirit in all military diplomacy 
before the war, oldish m appearance though not old, 
thin, with a look of Mephisto , thrusting out his head and 
shrivelled neck hike a vulture as he talked , entirely sceptical 
and cyuical m mind, mocking at all human hopes and thought 
of ‘ progress ,’ rather theatrical m manner, but a man of 
genuine intellect He evidently detests the present Govern- 
ment, and is said to have mspired the threatened army 
revolt about Ulster, for, lke Stuart, who admires him 
immensely, he 1s an extreme Ulsterman He talked a lot 
about the Balkans, which he knows at least as well as I do, 
and about politics and the war, especially about the pro- 
posed expedition to the Dardanelles, to which I thmk he 1s 
strongly opposed He suddenly asked me what I thought of 
a naval attack upon the Gallipol penmsula, and I rephed 
that, speakmg as a mere layman, I could see no great advan- 
tage unless troops were landed ‘ You are right,’ he answered , 
‘a naval attack has never been of any use alone ' ” 


Theie was somethmg so '* daemonic ” about his personality 
that I remember the conversation very distinctly But I 
never met him again, though seven years were to pass before 
two Irish Repubheans shot him on his doorstep m London 

For the rest, the officers commanding the various H Q 
departments gave us admirable lectures upon the meaning 
and methods of each, revealing the 1ncaleulable amount of 
brains and energy required to kill the enemy m sufficient 
numbers the mappmg and observation, the Tntelhgence, 
the munition supply, the remonnts (19,000 horses had 
already been lost), the disciple (including executions), the 
dressing-stations and hospitals, the post, the payment to 
peasants, the billetmg and the cleansmg At Nieppe we 
saw the men wallowing twenty together m the round vats 
of à jute works, and were shown a vest so thick with dead 
hee that hardly any of the original fabric could be seen, and 
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the man who displayed it to us appeared to regard 1t with the 
admiring awe due to the Holy Coat of Trier But what has 
often interested me most 1s the supply of food the “ com- 
missariat,’’ just the necessities for eating , and at the rail- 
head of Caistre I saw the train arrive with 105 tons of human 
food, with hay and oats, required daily just for three 
brigades and divisional troops If the leaders of the 
nation would organise and work for peace as the GHQ 
were then working for war! But vain is the thought, so 
let 1t perish 

Up and down, from end to end of that French and Flemish 
land which Ralph Mottram and C E Montague have 
described so vividly in “ The Spanish Farm ” and “ Rough 
Justice,” Stuart himself or one of the other notable officers 
conducted me For the first time I looked over the wide- 
spread levels of fertihty from the ancient town of Cassel, 
and for the first trme I was in Bailleul, seemg its beautiful 
httle square and the fifteenth-century town hall still 
untouched, whereas at the end of the war I found the whole 
town a heap of rubble and shattered rafters, not to be 
recogmsed but for a board pamted with its name And for 
the first time I passed through Marlborough’s Hazebrouck , 
and again was delightfully welcomed by the Quaker youths 
who were trying to remam in Popermghe and Ypres, already 
half rumed And in a shady dell near Locre we saw the first 
shot fired from a vast 15-m howitzer, called “ Grand- 
mother " (68 ton was the weight of the gnn, 1450 Ibs the 
weight of the shell, which flew seven miles on to the visible 
ridge called ** Whitesheet ") And down the valley of the 
Lys we passed through Aire, Merville, and Aimentaéres, and 
southward agam to Bethune and the belfry of Beuviy from 
which the belfry of La Bassée was just visible, and the rail- 
ways that made the deadly “ Triangle " But to the neigh- 
bourmg Neuve Chapelle we were not allowed to approach 
any nearer, though the guns were thundering there from the 
day of our arrival For those were the days of the terrible 
slaughter, when, I beheve, for the first time the method was 
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tried of preparing for the infantry attack by a continuous 
barrage’ of shells in the hope a vain hope that sufficient 
gap might be cut in the German circle of “ siege defence "io 
allow of a definite and permanent breach 
I was told at the time that, though we won the rums of the 
village, there was no real gain, and our casualties 1n killed 
and wounded were 12,000 I was also privately shown an 
official account which said that our wounded had to be left 
outside the wire at one place, and were there bombed to 
death Nothing nothmg at all 1s too hornble for war. 
Threats and realities will never have the smallest effect m 
preventing or ending it Tn five weeks after our visit ended 
the Germans began using poison gas agamst the Ypres 
sahent At Loos m the followmg September, the British 
used gas for the first tame Thus a new and far more terrible 
method of warfare was instituted and accepted Before 
the end of the war 1t was recognised that, with the help of 
aeroplanes, poison gases would wipe out whole cities and 
their populations, while bombs of delayed action would 
obliterate all the wonders of architecture, art, and visible 
civihsation But the horror of these certain prospects has 
made each country only the more anxious to have destruction 
ready for 1ts crvilised neighbours, and to be quick about 1t, 
My own protests in the papers against the use of poison 
gas at the time were of course received with ridicule, especi- 
ally by a hterary gentleman who, snugly sheltered m Devon, 
strangely descrıbed me as “ Our ethical expert m comfort 
and safety at home” Tndeed, I was wrong m rasmg any 
protest, For, after all, 1f you are out for slaughter, gas is as 
good a means of killing as any other, though more painful 
vian other modern means, except the bayonet And as to 
honour,” mercy, “ sportsmanhke ” action, and the sparing 
of cimbans, women, and children, such notions are obsolete 
and should be forgotten, except m history lectures. AN I 
cr do n London was to watch and encourage Hertha 
2 = the distinguished physicist, as she developed her 
“known invention of the Ayrton Fan to expel gas from 
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trenches or to drive it back im the open by the action of 
vortices It was an mvention that saved many lives, and 
would have saved many more, but for the delays of the War 
Office m recognising its value, and but for the difficulty of 
inducing the men to undertake the short and easy practice 
needed for the use of “ the flappers ” under instruction ! 
Except for a rush to Bâle 1n May with Henry Harben to 
rescue £20,000 of his property ın “ bearer bonds ” from a 
Swiss Bank there, I was then compelled to remain 1n London, 
domg what work I could, with restless dissatisfaction for 
I felt that my place was not there  Harly in April I heard 
proposals to send me to the Dardanelles to represent the 
Manchester Guardian and all the provincial papers combined, 
and I eagerly welcomed them But at first I was put off by 
disagreements among the editors, and later by the well- 
knowu troubles at the Admiralty , for at that time the very 
few correspondents for the Dardanelles were selected by the 
Admnalty and came under that control Tn May those 
troubles led to the resignation of Lord Fisher as First Sea 
Lord and of Mr Winston Churchill as First Lord of the 
Admiralty, giving place to Mr Arthur Balfour in a Coalition 
Government Week after week the delays continued, only 
interrupted by hopes deferred, until at last (Jnume 22nd) Sir 
Tan Hamilton, who had known me m Ladysmith and 
Pretoria, personally desired that I should be sent After 
further official delays I started on the journey (July 4th), 
late, but not too late for that gallant and tragic campaign 


1 See “ Hertha Ayrton,” by Evelyn Sharp, Chapter XVIII 
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“ Fallen Cherub, to be weak 1s miserable, 


Dowg or suffering " 
* Paradiso Lost", BookI 


Beside the runs of Troy they he buried, those men so beautiful There 
they le in therr graves, hidden in an enemy’s land 


“The Agamemnon ” 453-455 


P AHE drama of the Dardanelles campaign has been 
told and criticised with such minuteness by many 
admirable writers that I may limit my story to my 

own personal experiences durmg my presence upon that 

memorable scene 2 On the general subject, I need mention 
here only that the idea ongmatmg with Mr Winston 

Churchill of striking direct at Constantmople appeared to 

myself at the time, and still appears, the most brilhant 

strategic conception of the war Jor, if the stroke had been 
successful, Turkey would have fallen paralysed, and the 
sally-port of the Central Powers through the Turkish posses- 
sions' would have been closed, danger would have been 
averted from Egypt, the Persian Gulf, and India, the 
Russian forces m the Caucasus would have been released 
i 1 The first hand authonties known to me are Sir Ian Hamilton’s 
Galhpoh Diary," the Dardanelles Commussion Report (Parts I and IT), 

Major General Callwel's "The Dardanelles" (from the War Office), 

John Masefield's * Galhpoh,"' Douglas Jerrold’s “The Royal Naval 

Division , " Major Bryan Cooper’s “ The Tenth Division in Gallipoh , ” 

C E W Bean’s “ Official History of Australie in the War ” (Vol I and IL 

on Anzac), Phillip Schuler’s “ Austraha in Arms,” The Rev O 

Creighton's “ With the Twenty-nmth Division in Gallpoh,” Com- 

mander 4 J Stewart’s and the Rev C J E Peshall’s “ The Tmmortal 

Gamble," Dr Harry Sturmer’s “Two Years ın Constantinople, ” 

Lewis Einstem’s “Inside Constantmople,” Henry Morgenthau’s 

Secrets of the Bosphorus , ” Ashmead-Bartlett’s ‘‘ Dispatches from the 


Dardanelles,” his “ Uncensored Dardanelles ” (1928), and my own book 
The Dardanelles Campaign” (1918) 
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for action elsewhere , the neutrality of Bulgaria and other 
Balkan States would have been secured , Serbia would have 
been delivered from fear of attack upon her eastern frontier, 
and Roumania from similar apprehension along the Danube 
and in the Dobrudja , the influence of Vemelos 1n Greece 
would have been confirmed , King Constantme aided m 
resisting Ins military, financial, and domestic temptations , 
and Russia would have been enabled io concentrate her 
entire forces upon her western frontiers from the Memel to 
the Dniester, besides receiving remforcements of munition 
from ourselves, and supplying the Alhance with Ukraman 
wheat Blockaded by the Alhed fleets ın the Adriatic, and 
by the British fleet in the Channel and the North Sea, the 
Central Powers would then indeed have found themselves 
encircled by an iron ring, and 14 seems likely that the terms 
which our Alhance professed as the objects of the war might 
have been obtained in the spring of 1916 In May, 1808, 
Napoleon said ‘‘ At bottom the great question 1s Who 
shall have Constantinople ?" Steam and the Suez Canal 
have weakened the force of that saying, but even mn 1915 it 
might still have been considered by the most dogmatic 
“ Westerner” And in fact 16 was upon the Eastern front 
that the hope of our ultimate victory dawned at last 

For the reasons mentioned at the end of the last chapter 
(the upset in the Admiralty owing to the difference between 
Lord Fisher and Mr Churchill), I was prevented from 
starting fo. the Dardanelles till Sir Ian himself sent for me 
towards the end of June A few days later I found myself 
travellmg out with the King’s Messenger, Colonel Charles 
Burn, M P for Torquay, a fine type of the Tory gentleman, 80 
polite, so alive to the obligations of 1nequahty We passed 
through Rome, and then were detained among the earth- 
quake rums of Messina, which showed that ‘‘ Nature ” can 
rival even mankind in violent and purposeless destruction 
Thence to Athens, and so in a little launch past the island of 
Scyros, already sacred to Rupert Brooke, and to the sea 
between Tmbros and Cape Helles, where one of the desultory 
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battles of mid-July was thundering m the vain attempt to 
penetrate the Turkish trenches drawn across the peninsula 
to bar our approach to the windmills of Krithia and the 
squat pyramid of Achi Baba, hil] 

I was landed upon the island of Imbros, at the sandy part 
of Kephalos promontory, where Sir Ian Hamilton had 
pitched his Headquarter tents, removing from the HQ. 
ship Arcadian chiefly to avoid the German submarines 
which had arrivedin May He himself lived im a little wooden 
hut, connected by cable with Cape Helles, Anzac, and after- 
wards with Suvla Bay, so that from that point he could 
command all three positions From no other situation was 
this possible It 1s true that, ın a destroyer, Suvla could be 
reached ın less than an hour, and Helles ın half the time, but 
I cannot doubt that absence from the actual scenes of con- 
fict often embarrassed the General’s plans, and was a 
perpetual irritation to his personal feelings For from the 
time of Majuba Hill, where his left hand was shattered, Sir 
Ian had always retained so much of the regimental officer’s 
disposition that he felt restless and unsatisfied unless he 
were himself in the front ime Whenever his presence was 
not absolutely required at G H Q., he was to be found walk- 
ing about the trenches on the peninsula, and General 
Braithwaite, his Chief of Staff, had difficulty m averting 
a death that would have elated the enemy 

Having known him during the terrific engagement on 
Ceesar’s Camp in Ladysmith (Jan. 6, 1900) and at the fighting 

on Diamond Hill rear Pretoria, I always regarded him as 
an example of the rare type which not merely conceals fear 
with success, as most Englishmen can, but actually does not 
feelit From a mingled Highland and Irish descent he had 
mherited so-called Celtic qualities which the sohd-bred 
Englishman contemplates with varying admiration and dis- 
lke Undoubtedly he was deeply tinged with that ‘“ Celtic 
charm” that glamour of mind and courtesy of behaviour 
which create suspicion among people endowed with neither 
Through his nature ran a stram of the idealistic spirit which 
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some despise as quixotic, and others salute as chivalrous, 
while both parties, with cautious solicitude, avoid 1t ‘n them- 
selves Some of us were also aware that Sir Jan was 
susceptible to the mfluence of beauty im other forms than 
those by common consent conceded to military men We 
acknowledged him as a master of English prose, and though 
the English people read more m quantity than any other 
nation, the hterary gift 1s regarded among us as a sign of 
probable incapacity, and not, as m France and ancient 
Greece, as an assurance of far-reaching powers What was 
still worse, Sir Ian was known to have written poetry 1 
Remembering old South African days, the Commander-in- 
Chief received me with generous amiability, but expressed 
deep indignation at the behaviour of a quasi-civilian who 
had lately been home on leave and by his hostile criticism of 
the campaign had spread despondency among leading men 
m the War Office and Cabinet Within the sandy GHQ 
encampment I met a good many forme: friends, among 
them Robert Graves, who, as Consul-General m Salomka, 
had so greatly assisted the Brailsfords and me in our attempt 
at Macedoman Relief (1903) ,2 and Wilham Maxwell, who 
had been my colleague as war correspondent in Ladysmith 
and in the Balkan War of 1912, and was now appomted my 
censor, on the principle of “ set a thief to catch a thief,” but 
also, one might hope, for his knowledge both of war and 
journalism With them I found Wyndham Deedes, whom 
I had to some small extent helped to rescue from permanent 
mternment ın Berhn when we escaped m the Ambassador's 
tram after war was declared,? and who has since done 
such conspicuous service in Turkey, Egypt, Palestine, and 
East London Fresh to me at that time was the acquaint- 
ance of Compton Mackenzie, the novelist, who was working 
with '' The Tntelhgence," and had occasionally acted as war 
correspondent at Helles, a shm, pale, keen-faced man; 
1 See “The Dardanelles Campaign,” p 66 


® See ‘‘ More Changes More Chances," p 5 
* See Jind, p 412 
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obviously much of an artist, mmd and eyes gomg ful] gallop, 
and talkuig with a copious selection of exact words, whether 
for humorous, satiric, or poetic speech As bemg a novelist, 
he was soon afterwards sent to Mityleni to diffuse the fiction 
that a landing was mtended upon the Asiatic coast opposite 
Lesbos He was mstructed to pledge everyone he told of it 
to the utmost secrecy, m the hope that gossip might then 
propagate the news But unhappily he confided this vital 
information to Enghsh people only, and the secret of the 
phantom assault has remamed honourably hidden to this 
day. 

The long and sandy spit of Kephalos forms with the main 
island a large but unserviceable bay, shallow and fully 
exposed to the north wind, and there some of the large 
“ monitors ” (awkwaid platforms for one 15-in gun apiece, 
and having a wide, projecting rim all round the water-hne) 
were always anchored, together with a few smaller momtors 
(* whippets "), a cruiser or two, and North Sea trawlers 
carrying supplies over to the penmsula The Queen Llzabeth 
had been sent home as bemg too valuable to usk when the 
German submarmes came into action Ashmead-Bartlett, 
correspondent for the London papers, always provident 
for comfort, had rightly selected a place for our camp some 
distance inland so as to gain the shelte1 of a few large trees 
during the mtolerable heat of midday, but thence to G H Q. 
was along journey I one just caught a boat running across 
the bay from the island landing-stage to G H Q pier, it was 
all right , but othe:wise one had a tramp along the curving 
shore, and I walked the three or four miles each way two or 
three times a day so often that I began to know not only 
every shrub and shell upon the toilsome sand, but every 
deposit of onions, tmned meat, nnpeeled potatoes, and other 
refuse flung out from the ships m defiance of the British 
taxpayer Still, our national finances were not entirely 
wasted , for the natives mhabiting three small hamlets that 
stood, squalid with poverty, just beyond our camp at the 


foot of the mountains, collected these crumbs of riches as 
D 
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dehghtful vaiistions in the hard monotony of their daily 
sustenance 

Imbros itself 13 the most beautiful of /Egean islands, and 
the further you penetrate among its craggy mountains, the 
more beautiful it becomes Near the other or western coast 
stand three largish villages, rich, as Greek villages go, in 
maize, vines, fig trees, and olives The largest of these 15 
Panaghía (‘ All Samts ") and about two miles beyond 1t 
hes the crumbling hittle port called Kastro, lke other relics 
of Rome. It 15 dominated by a ruined castle into which 
slabs of puro white marble have been built, remnants of 
some Greck templo that stood there before Romo or Saints 
were known Ihave found httle reference to Imbros in Greek 
history or htoraturo, but once a British Staff officer whom 
I met in one of the valleys astounded me by quoting in 
Greek a passage from Sappho about 1t , or about Lomnos, he 
was not sure which Ihave been unable to find the passage, 
and knowing Staff officors as I do, I am inclined to think 
that this one must have been some ancient god who perhaps 
had known Sappho herself and heard the exquisite verses 
from her own hps 

The whole island 1s indeed a haunt fit for rugged and 
pastoral gods The interior 1s uninhabited, its deep water- 
courses filled with flowering oleander and the aromatic 
herbs which bestow upon Mediterranean islands a wild 
dehght In the few pauses of the campaign ıt was a joyful 
rehef to walk or ride over the rugged pass that leads from 
Kephalos Bay across the island to Panaghía For looking 
back from the summit, one could see the whole of the Galh- 
poh peninsula, the Dardanelles strait with the plain of Troy 
beyond, and far in the distance the grey heights of Mount 
Ida and the momntains of Mitylen1 In front, near at hand 
across a narrow water, rose the vast red pile of precipitous 
Samothrace, a natural home of savage mysteries And then 
descending I would come at last to Panaghia, where a little 
restaurant had been fitted out, and, as a careless god myself, 
I could enjoy the octopus stewed in onions and tasting like 
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a Ime of Aristophanes, to say nothmg of the amber wine of 
Greece, which is hke mildly mtoxicating furniture polish, 
fragrant with resin 

With me in our httle camp was Lester Lawience of 
Reuter's, a quietly courageous and reserved man, with whom 
m leisure moments I could discuss poetry, metaphysics, and 
the principles of government And there too was Ejhs 
Ashmead-Bartlett, whom I had knowa six years before n 
Morocco, and again 1n Flanders at the beginning of this war 
About him hung an atmosphere of magnificence that often 
astomshed me, as when, among the rocks of that savage 
island, among the pigs and sheep that infested our camp 
searching for the last leaves and grapes of sommer m a 
vineyard hard by, he would issue from his elaborately 
furnished tent dressed ın & flowing robe of yellow sik shot 
with crimson, and call for breakfast as though the Carlton 
were still his corporeal home Always careful of food and 
drink, he liked to have everything fine and highly civihsed 
about him, both for his own sake and for the notable guests 
whom he loved to entertam Yet m moments of crisis he 
could display an moalculable energy that carried him through 
days and nights of hardship, which he detested as he detested 
walking on foot and all routine He might have made a good 
officer 1f he had been always m command, but bemg clever 
beyond question, he had a way of loudly crticismg the con- 
duct of campaigns with an assurance that sometimes secured 
excessive respect from all but the Commander-im-Chief 
He was a vivid and mdustrious wilter, and, for an 
impassioned card-player, he had read a good deal, especially 
of prose such as Gibbon’s, much of whom he could repeat 
by heart, or shamelessly burlesque Association from boy- 
hood with the rich and great had given him a proud self- 
confidence and a self-centred aspect of the world, but his 
scornful and often antagoni7ing wit made him a difficult» 
though attractive, companion in a camp 

We were only three, for two other correspondents, who had 
come out with me, were obhged by sickness soon to return 
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home But we had frequent visits from the two Anzac 
correspondents, who were allowed dug-outs among their 
countiymen on the peninsula Malcolm Ross, eminent as a 
mountaineer, with the New Zealanders, and © E. W Bean 
with the Austrahans, of whose actions during the war he 15 
still (1928) engaged upon writing the official history And 
no one could be mote capable of writing it, for hus industry 
in collecting facts was inexhaustible, while Ins military 
judgment and his “ eye for country ” fitted hum for a position 
as Cluef-of-Staff, or oven higher command Always lavishly 
generous of his knowledge, and possessing a rate gift of 
instruction, he at once guided me through the complicated 
trenches at Helles, and over the still more difficult and 
confusing cliffs and valleys of Anzac So it was that through 
his untiring assistance I rapidly gained a sufficient know- 
ledge of the situation at both points of our attack 

Other visitors we entertamed from time to time—Lord 
Howard de Walden (who superintended the little Janding- 
stage), and many naval or military friends of Ashmead- 
Bartlett But to me the most welcome of all the officers was 
Aubrey Herbert, whose namo I alicady know through his 
interest in the Balkans, especially in Albamia I now found 
in him one of the best companions, full of interesting know- 
ledge, sensitive but self-restrained, resolute in his startling 
opinions, but always polite, always solicitous to please 
He called himself a Tory, and I suppose he must have been 
the kmd of Tory that Iam myself or xf all Tories were hike 
him, there would be no place for a Labour Party, still less 
for a Laberal, and the opposmg politicians m Parliament 
might he down together Jike the hons and lambs of heaven. 
His discussions with me as we sailed across to Anzac in & 
trawler were often so fascmating to myself that even in the 
roughest weather I was sorry when we put to land m Anzac 
Cove A httle way up the chff above the Head-quarters 
there, he had constructed a dug-out, which he often invited 
me to share, and once I hved there for some time while he 
was away on a mission , for he was attached in some capacity 
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to the *Tntelhgence " One of hus few starthng opimons 
with which I could not agree was his peculiar affection for 
the Turks pecuhar, I mean, m a man of his knowledge and 
humanity, though not im the London Society which he 
frequented Bemg a man of utterly reckless courage, he 
would even climb over the top of the trenches to succour 
or drag in some wounded Turk whom he heard groamng 
outside I believe he would have done the same for any 
suffermg animal, bit the fact that the sufferer was a ‘Turk 
made the venture more allurmg He was mdeed an extra- 
ordmary man the kind of person that ordmary people call 
crazy, because he is extra-ordmary ‘To the loss of the world 
he died on September 26, 1923 
The first three weeks I spent m wandering about the 
famous scenes of Helles and Anzac, thus obtainmg a fairly 
: complete knowledge of both positions I was just m time to 
see General Hunter-Weston, before he was compelled by il- 
health to leave the field of his exploits at Helles, where he 
had commanded the celebrated 29th Division at the landmgs 
and afterwards the VITIth Army Corps 
At Helles, too, I was generously recerved by General Paris, 
commanding the Royal Naval Division, and by General 
W R Marshall, commanding the 87th Infantry Brigade, 
who welcomed me to his side at the mess lunch instead of 
having me shot as a spy m accordance with the wishes of a 
subordmate officer And at Anzac I frequently met that 
model of all soldeily spirit, General Birdwood (inevitably 
known as “ Birdie "), then commanding the Anzac Army 
Corps, but difficult to recognise owmg to his cheerful habit 
of visiting the trenches in nothing but a grey flannel shirt and 
shorts With him was Colonel A Skeen, redoubtable 
Chief of Staff, and up on the heights, I used to meet General 
oo nas s i Shrewsbury School with me, 
Cu B ewsbury boys On the death 
ges he had succeeded to the command of 
the Austrahan Division, and Colonel C B B White, famous 
among Staff officers, was then serving as his Chief of Staff 
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A little further along the Anzac position (which at that tame 
was barely three miles long by barely one deep) I w6uld meet 
General Alexander Godley, commanding the New Zealanders, 
with several officers of great name under him, of whom I 
came to know best General A H Russell, Colonel Monash, 
and Colonel Bauchop, who then had but three weeks to hve 

But to give some impression of the situation upon the 
penmsula durmg the latter half of July, I may repeat a few 
notes that I wiote down at the time One day I had been 
staying on the wreck of the Rover Clyde, which was left 
where she was rim aground at “ V Beach " for the terrible 
landmg of April 25th, and was a fairly safe position because 
the Turkish big guns on the Asiatic coast usually fired night 
over her, knowing that thus they would land the shells on 
“W Beach,” where greater damage might be done My 
former ally in the Suffiage movement, Lieutenant Cather, 
RN, who had displayed the utmost gallantry when his ship, 
the Golhath, was sunk and he gave up his own hfebelt to a 
drowumg sailor, was then 1n command, and his ship was to 
me often a city of refuge During a visit there afte: having 
spent long hours chiefly ın the lines of the 42nd (E Lancs) 
Division, I wiote 


* Starting from ‘W Beach’ (Lancashire Landing, at the 
extreme point of Cape Helles) you struggle through dust 
clouds, ‘ left shoulder up,’ till you find one of the dusty white 
tracks by which Krithia villagers used to visit the fortress 
town of Seddel Bahr at the entrance to the Straits One 
passes through what was lately a garden of wild flowers, 
fields, vineyards, and scattered olive trees, but 1s now the 
desolation that people make and call war It has become a 
wilderness of mounds and pits and trenches, of heaped-up 
stores and rows of horses stabled in the open, of tarpauln 
dressing-stations behind embankments of carts and waggons 
continually on the move, of Indian muleteers continually 
striving to mculcate human reason into mules Except for 
a few surviving trees, hardly a green thmg remams Over 
all this wilderness a cloud of dust sweeps perpetually, and 
on the results of war flies multiply with a prosperity unknowu 
to them before 
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“Passng the Headquarters of the 42nd Division, I 
entered axsballow nullah, rather safer than the open track , 
for the whole of the open ground nght away from Cape 
Helles is exposed to shell fire The pecularity of this water- 
course 1s that water is visible mit a trickle of filthy greenish 
water mnfit for washing or drmkmg But still the men wash 
where 14 has settled down m the large holes made by ‘Jack 
Johnsons ’ or ‘ Black Marias ’ which have pitched m its bed 

“One pomt where the watercourse divides 1s mevitably 
called Clapham Junction, but Lancashire names have been 
given to the mam trenches and dumps Burnley, Warrmgton 
and Accrington name the narrow clefts which are the homes 
of Lancashire men, and a long communication trench, con- 
structed by the Turks with extraordmary mgenuity, has 
now become Wigan Road Like all this part of our position, 
that trench was captured 1n the fighting of June 4. 6, relics of 
wluch, in the shape of the dead who cannot be reached for 
burial, still he exposed m certain places among our own lmes, 
so keen ıs the watch of the Turlush sniper 

“ Through periscopes, or by raismg my eyes for afew seconds 
above the parapet (for I found that 16 18 hard to judge dis- 
tances through a periscope), I could see the Turkish black and 
white sandbags only forty or fifty yards 1n front, and trace 
the long lmes and mazes of trenchwork round the base of 
Achi Baba Holes through the tops of the periscopes proved 
the vigilance of the Turkish outlook, and in passing certam 

points I was glad that I had practised running at school 
The rifle fire was not very frequent Shells kept flying 
over our heads, but only to burst far away upon the wilder- 
ness or on ‘W Beach’? Except durmg an attack, the firing- 
hne 1s not the most dangerous part of the penmsula In the 
midday heat, the men who were not ‘standmmg to,’ were 
quietly engaged m cookmg or eating ther dmners They 
cooked upon httle wood fires hghted m holes scooped out 
of the trench side, and their tm ‘ canteens ’ served for cookmg 
pots and plates 
So there these sons of Lancashire stood, almost naked m 
the blaze of sun, jammed between high walls of white and 
Parohing marl, some were crouching m any corner of shade 
d are be found, some were engaged upon war's mvari- 
la ccupation of pickmg hee off the mside of their clothes 
on't know what work they had been doing before the war 
a eb spmmg, mmng, smelting, I don’t know what 
—but they were at an unaccustomed work now, and yet how 
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quickly they have adapted thomsclves to so strange a hfe 
in so strange a land!” t 


Then as to Anzac on one of my visits to '* Qumn's Post,” 
a specially dangerous point on the summut of the steep cliff 
that marked the most advanced line of the Australian 
position, Colonel Malone, who had taken over command 
when Quinn was killed there, told me in his jolly way that 
“the whole Ait of War consisted in the exercise of the 
domestic virtues,” and in accordance with this fine principle 
he always demanded that the place should be kept scrupu- 
lously clean, uniforms repaired, rations cooked as punctually 
ag possible, and perpetual provocation confronted with 
humorous endurance He was a man of singularly attrac- 
tive personality, destined to death in his gallant attempt to 
hold the summat of Rhododendron Ridge on Sai Bair, above 
Anzac, August 8th One day, after hearmg lus favourite 
maxim of war (borrowed perhaps from M Bergeret), I wiote 


“So here the Anzacs live, practising the whole art of war 
Amd dust and innumerable flies, from the mouths of little 
caves cut in the face of the cliffs, they look over miles of sea 
to the precipitous red peaks of Samothrace and the grey 
mountains of Imbios Up and down the steep and narrow 
paths, the Colomals arduously toil, hke ants which bear 
the burdens of their race Uniforms are seldom of the regula- 
tion type Usually they consist of bare skm dyed to a deep 
reddish copper by the sun, tattooed decorations (a girl, @ 
ship, a dragon), and a covering that can hardly be described 
as ‘shorts,’ beg much shorte. Every kid of store and 
arm has to be dragged o1 ‘humped’ up these ant-hulls of 
cliff, and deposited at the proper hole or gallery Food, 
water, cartridges, shells, bulding timber, guns, medical 
stores up the tracks all must go, and down the tracks the 
wounded come 

“ So the practice of the simple hfe proceeds, wıth greater 
simpheity than a Garden Suburb can boast, and the domestic 
virtues which constitute the whole art of war are exercised 
with a fortitude rarely maintamed upon the domestic 
hearth ” 


On the might of July 22-23, a special attack was expected 
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at Anzag to celebrate the anniversary of the ** Constitution " 
proclaimed by the Young Turks m 1908, and rmmour spoke 
of large remforcements crossing the Narrows fiom the Asiatic 
coast Accordingly I went up with Bean to the point in the 
front hne where attack seemed most probable, and next 
day I wrote 


“Tt was Ramazan, and the sacred moon, three-quarters 
full, gave light for climbing the precipitous chffs By eleven 
I was at the highest pomt Though deeply cut saps and 
‘communications, the work of Australian miners, the way 
runs in winding labyrinth, and the length of sap and tiench 
comes to much over a hundred miles The pomt I reached 
had served for a machine-gun emplacement, but that evening 
16 was watched by a Sikh sentry, who stood mn the shadow, 
silent as the shadow Mounted on the firmg-step, I looked 
over the sandbag parapet upon a peculiai scene 

* Far on my right lay the sea, white with the pathway of 
the setting moon Up from the shore ran the lines of our 
positions Close outside the hnes, north, south, and east, the 
Turks stood hidden m their trenches 25,000 to 35,000 of 
them, as estimates say and all the time they kept up a 
casual rifle fire Some six miles away, in the centre of the 
peninsula south, I could see the long and steep position of 
Kihd Bahr plateau where the Turks drill new troops daily, 
and three or four miles still further away rose the dangerously 
gentle slopes and the low flat summit of Achi Baba’ Beyond 
it gleamed the sudden flashes of Turkish and British guns 
defending or assaulting the sand-blown point of land between 
Krithia and Cape Helles Sometimes, too, a warship's 
searchhght shot a brilhant ray across the view 

“ At one o’clock the moon set im a deep 1ed haze over the 
sea But stall nothing happened The enemy merely kept 
up a casual fire agamst our sandbags, shakimg the sand down 
upon my face as I lay upon a kind of shelf in the parapet 
Then suddenly, just on the stroke of two, an amazing dis- 
turbance arose 

“Every Tuk who held a rifle or commanded a machme- 
gun began to fire as fast as he could From every point in 
their lines arose such a din of rifle fire as 1 have seldom heard, 
even at the crisis of a great engagement It was one con- 
tinuous blaze and rattle From a gap ın the parapet I could 
see the sharp tongues of flame flashing all along the edges, 
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hke a belt of jewels. Minute followed minute, and still the 
incomprehensible din continued Now and again one of 
our guns flung up a shell which burst like a firework ito 
brilhant stars, as though to ask, ‘What on earth 1s the 
matter with you?’ Now and again another gun threw a 
larger shell which came lumbering up ‘ Shrapnel Gully ’ with 
a leisurely note, to burst ciashing among the enemy’s 
trenches And still the roar of rifles and machine-guns went 
on incessantly, and still nothing occurred Suddenly, after 
just a quarter of an hour, the tumult ceased, with as little 
reason as 1t began 

‘‘ When the storm subsided, we and the Turkish snipers 
settled down again to normal relations, and all was star-ht 
peace At half-past three the phantom of false dawn died 
into daylight, and the men who had been ‘ standing to’ all 
night sank to sleep in the bottom of the trenches Pickmg 
my way over them, I climbed down the yellow and shppery 
chffs again to my cavern beside the sea General Birdwood 
told me afterwards that, as an attack had been eapected 
that night (spies so reported), not a single man im the Anzac 
force had gone sick It 1s one of the domestic virtues not to 
go sick at a crisis ”’ 


One afternoon (July 19) as I was tramping the weary 
sands of Kephalos Bay back to our little camp, I met Sir 
Ian Hamilton riding to his Headquarteis, which I had just 
left He stopped and gave me various information about the 
troops and the situation, but added that he had in mind a 
great design which he so far kept secret even from his Corps 
Commanders. He referred to the coming prolonged struggle 
generally known as “Suvla Bay,” though 1t should more 
appropriately be called * Sarı Bar ” For Sir Jan’s design 
was to make the main attack upon the central Sari Bair range 
of momntain overlookmg Anzac, supported on the left by 
the new remforcements landed at Suvla Bay, while the 
VIIIth Corps at Helles detamed the Turks 1n their 1mpreg- 
nable trenches before Krithia and the hill of Achi Baba 
If the summits of the Sari Bair range could be reached and 
held by the Anzac Corps under Birdwood, the deadlock— 
almost a siege at Helles and Anzac would be reheved, the 
Turks upon the Helles end of the penmsula would either 
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have to go or be cut off The combined forces from Suvla 
and Anzac could then descend to the Straits at Maidos, and 
the Narrows would be open to the fleet It was an admirable 
design, defeated only by three unexpected impediments 
the extreme complexity of the approaches to San Bar, 
almost impenetrable by a might attack, the delaying 
mertia at Suvla , and à mere mistake m time or command 
the bombardment of the 6th Gurkhas and the 6th South 
Lancashites, apparently by our own gins, Just as they had 
joyfully reached the summut of the range and were chasing 
the Turks down the reverse slope 
At mtervals m July, three Divisions of remforcements 
began to arrive the 13th (Western), the 11th (Northern), 
and the 10th (Insh)—Aall formed from ‘‘ Kitchener’s Army,” 
and without experience of active service They were 
variously disposed, some at Mityleni, some at Mudros, some 
at Helles and Anzac, but the greater number of the llth 
Division in Imbros, where they spent a happy day or two 
swarming about the beaches and bathimg in the shallows 
Then in the evening of August 6th, they were embarked for 
their unknown fate, bemg shipped upon destroyers, cruisers, 
and “beetles,” long, iron barges, built to transport 500 
men apiece, and having a swinging platform or drawbridge 
projecting from the prow so that it looked hke a beetle's 
forceps and antenns I myself chmbed up the steep side 
of the Minneapolis, a Imer which had been taken over with 
all her staff as a transport for mountam battenes and their 
teams As an instance of petrifymg routme I may recall 
that, when, hoping to land at 4 à m , I asked if I could get a 
cup of tea at that hour, I was haughtily formed. “On 
this ship breakfast 1s always served at 830” And later in 
the morning, when the whole movement was at crisis, [ 
gli stewards eee out the gangways as they 
E ae darin n the followmg spring, however, 
ee 2r were disorganised when the 
That Tre rpedoed between Egypt and Salonika 
y-Saturday night the sea was dead calm, and 
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the darkness intense, for the wanmg moon did not, rise till 
two o’clock All the previous day we had heard heavy 
firmg at Helles, where the struggle for ‘“‘ the Vineyard " was 
continuous , and still more terrific firmg from Anzac, where 
" Lone Pme" and ' the Nek " were bemg attacked with 
meredible gallantry and sacrifice As we moved silently 
northward along the coast, unseen bodies of Australians, 
New Zealanders, and some English troops were, like four 
long snakes, attempting to steal unobserved up the water- 
courses towards the foot of the central range, which they 
were to storm next moimmg with our support We had 
something over 25,000 men of all ranks, or say 20,000 rifles, to 
land, some on the steep beach just south of Nibrunesi Pomt, 
Some near the centre of the bay, others (commg later) 
among the rocky promontories towards Suvla Point, the 
northern extremity 

So we moved slowly forward through the darkness, and 
when at last we anchored, I petitioned m vain to be taken 
ashore It was quite right that the mountain batteries 
should be landed first, for there was only one field battery 
with the whole force, and guns were almost essential for the 
advance, but there was no reason why I should have been 
kept shut up in the ship all day, merely watchmg from a 
distance, without much understanding When the first 
brown streak of dawn appeared, I began to discern the flat 
eapanse of the Salt Lake, about a mile and a half across, and 
low dark hills on the further side, one of which was marked 
out by a broad “ blaze ” of yellow marl, shaped Ike a Turkish 
scimitar, from which 1t was afterwards to get 1ts name On 
the plateau beyond 1t stood the white mmaret of a village, 
which we came to know as Anafarta Sagir, and high above 
village and hills rose the dark and formidable heights of 
Kavak Tepe and Tekke Tepe, which looked to me about 
the height of the Wrekm, but were a few feet lower Further 
to the left, the northern aim of the bay rose steep and rocky, 
and to the nght, almost in line with Anafarta stood a hill 
with waving crest, soon to be notorious as “ W Hill” the 
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pomt that obviously ought to have been seized at once, for 
1$ commanded the approach to Anzae, where 16 was our part 
to give support Close at hand, forming the southern arm 
of the bay, one saw a small dark hill called Lala Baba, just 
beyond which the mam body of the 11th Division had been 
landed. 

That was all I could make out till the sun began to rise, and 
then I perceived bodies of men crowding together upon the 
sandhills near the beach, obviously under shelter and resting 
' atease They were, m fact, Sitwell’s 34th Brigade, which, 
by General Stopford’s special desire, had been landed 
side the bay , though “landed ” 1s not the right word, for 
the “ beetles ” had gone aground in the sandy shallows, as 
any seaside child might have foreseen, and the men had 
leapt out mto water almost up to their necks, and so had 
struggled to shore mm great confusion 

Before the sun actually appeared, I saw straggling bodies 
of men making their way through the deep sand of the spit 
that sepaiates the sea from the Salt Lake, except at one 
small issue, which can easily be waded over They were 
coming from the small rocky h1ll of Lala Baba at the southern 
end of the bay, which had been taken at the bayonet’s point 
in the darkness, and they were, in fact, parts of the 32nd 
(Haggard's) Brigade, which had been ordered to jom Sitt- 
well’s for the advanced maich upon the Chocolate and W 
Hills As hght now made them visible, the few Turkish 
guns on the Anafarta plateau and “ W Hill” opened fire 
upon them with shrapnel, and the numerous snipers hidden 
in the scrub on the north side of the Salt Lake found them an 
easy mark It was a terrible ordeal for young and partially 
tramed soldiers, who had never been under fne before, and 
were already much exhausted by want of sleep and food 
i Er aoe on, and ss up with the other brigade 
oo a o as senior officer now had the greater part 

gades under his command, thought 1+ 1mpossible 
to move 


' Except that a raging bush fire, caused by our naval gums, 
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burst out among the scrub to Sittwell’s left, thege ensued 
almost a dead pause till noon, when more and more men 
could be seen wallowing through the sand along that 
exposed spit They were five battahons of Hill's Brigade 
coming from Mitylen and belonging to the 10th Division, 
but landed among the 11th on the south end of the bay 
instead of with their own division at the north end, where 
ther Commanding Officer, Sir Bryan Mahon, was disembark- 
ing with three battalions fiom Mudros Helpless confusion 
and delay naturally resulted, and before Hill’s battahons 
had reached Sitwell’s position and formed up 16 was three 
o’clock Then at last began the advance that should have 
been started and completed under cover of night Many 
hours might have been saved if General Hammersley, under 
whose command Hill had placed himself owmg to the mistake 
of his landing among the 11th Division, had ordered these 
five battalions to advance straight along the south side of the 
Salt Lake, where lay the direct approach to Chocolate Fill, 
and the going, though marshy, was better than through the 
sand But Hill did advance at last, through a sudden and 
most welcome shower of rain, and just as the sun set, four 
of his Irish battalions aided by two battalions of the 33rd 
(Maxwell’s) Brigade, actually carried the entrenched 
position of Chocolate Hill by storm It was something 
gamed, but a whole day had been spent, and the dominating 
points of Tekke Tepe and * W Hull” yet lay far im front 
No support whatever was given to the Anzac troops, who 
had devoted the previous night and all that day to fightmg 
their way up the dry watercourses to the foot of the Sat 
Bair range, and at certam pomts had advanced some dis- 
tance up the face of the mountain itself 

All that night I lay chafing on board, hstenmg to the terrifio 
firmg at Anzac, but at dawn next day I was at last permitted 
to go ashore It was Sunday, August 8th—a day well 
deserving to be called Black Sunday, for after that day the 
rum of the whole campaign was mretrievable, or a least 
was not retmeved  Landmg on the north side of the bay 
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near Syvla Pomt (Bryuk Kemiukh), which 1s the extremity 
of the steep razor-edge called Karakol Dagh, overlooking 
the Gulf of Xeros, I turned south and made my way along the 
shore of the bay and that sandy spit which shuts in the Salt 
Lake, till I came to the captured hill of Lala Baba Except 
for the continued firmg at Anzac, all was quiet, desperately 
quiet. The peace of a seaside resort prevailed, and it was 
evident that the Turks had withdrawn their guns Men were 
bathing ın the shallows and rumnmg naked up and down the 
sands Others were crowding round the water-lighters, some 
even cutting holes in the hose-pipes and letting the water 
run to waste when they had drunk their fill, others trying 
in vain to replemsh the water-bottles which they had 
brought down from Chocolate Hill slung round their necks, a 
dozen together. For the anguish of thirst was intolerable, 
and up in the firing hme some went mad under the increasing 
heat of the sun The Prah, a ship fitted with all requisites 
for water supply and distribution, hung about at sea, 
obedient to a starchy regulation, and did not issue them till 
some days later Even on the beach, where water was 
running out from the pipes, men in despair filled their bottles 
from the sea Perhaps rightly, General Stopford, command- 
ing the whole Corps, ordered the mules for carrying water to 
the front to be disembarked before the artillery horses, 
though of all arms the guns were most needed Owing to the 
confusion of the landm g, brigades and even battalions were 
hopelessly mixed together, and no one could be certam 
under whose command he stood. 

Late in the afternoon, Sir Ian, full of apprehension at the 
silence, arrived m the bay, only to find his apprehension 
fully confirmed General Stopford, apparently satisfied 
with what had been accomplished, mformed him that 
nothmg more could be done that day Nothing more, 
When the whole success of the movement from Helles upwards 
es upon the immediate occupation of those hills 

ough which alone support to the advance from Anzac 
could be given! At that very time, the Wellingtons and 7th 
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Gloucesters had chmbed the steep shouldet of, Chunuk 
Bar, the 4th Austrahan Brigade was advancing up the 
height of Koja Chemen Tepe by way of Abdul Rahman 
Bair , and at Lone Pine the conflict still raged desperately 
But from Suvla, mstead of support, came only silence In 
the words of Sir Ian’s own despatch “ Tho one fatal error 
was inertia) And inertia prevailed ” 
Nearly distracted with impatience and disappointment, 
~ Sır Ian then took a step unusual m a Commander-in-Cluef 
He went m poison to the Headquarteis of the 11th (Ham- 
mersley's) Division and directly ordered that the 32nd 
Brigade, which was reported to be moie or less concentrated 
somewhere out in front (no one knew exactly where) or any 
other force, even i 16 were only a company, should advance 
at once upon the lugh ground leading up to Tekke Tepe, 
without waiting for the morning attack The Divisional 
` General sent out the order, casually naming the 6th East 
York Pioneers to lead the advance, believing it to be the 
freshest and least tried The order sped It ıs doubtful at 
, What hour 16 reached the 6th East Yorks , apparently not 
till near dawn of next day Tn any case it came too late A 
fatal error had already been consummated 
The appallmg nony of the situation was thus that very 
day (the 8th, I suppose about noon) the 6th Hast York 
Pioneers had advanced from the neighbourhood of Chocolate 
Hill and were at that moment actually stationed im perfect 
safety upon Scrmtar Hull itself Scimitar Hill, the very key 
to the approach either to '* W Hill " on the right front or fo 
Tekke Tepe on the left! There they actually were, mM 
position and unopposed! Whether they now withdiew On 
receiving Sir Ian’s order to conform with the rest of the 
Brigade for an attack upon Tekke Tepe (which has hitherto 
been the general behef) or whether they withdiew because 
they were nnsupported on both flanks (which is the view 
more recently suggested by Mr John Still, who was acting 
as Adjutant to the 6th East Yorks at the time), no one can 
now be sure , for ther Commanding Officer, Colonel Moore, 
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was killed next day At all events he withdrew hus tired 
and sleepless battalion, Pioneers and all, to the Sulajik line 
at the foot of the hills, and Scimitar Hill was abandoned 
without a blow How many hundreds of men we lost ın 
our attempts to recover 16, I cannot say But ıt was never 
recovered, and the failure of the Suvla enterprise became 
mevitable + 
For myself, I saw Sir Tan's arrival on the Arno, which had 
started from Tmbros an hou: late, her fires having been 
“ drawn? (I can only suppose by the “ Jms ” attendant 
upon Mohammed’s ghost, for there can have been no reason 
for such folly), and I saw him proceed along the beach to 
Hammersleys Headquarters on Lala Baba accompanied 
by Commodore Roger Keyes But, of course, I had no idea 
how ommous the next movement was to become Returning 
to Suvla Pomt, I chmbed the razor-edge of the Karakol 
Dagh, now held by some battalions of Mahon’s 10th Division, 
and then bult myself a shelter of dry brushwood on the 
extreme pomt, where I dossed down and slept, some naval 
details kindly supplying me wıth ratıons 
The crash and rattle of firmg from the foot of Sarı Bau 
es all mght, for the maim assault upon the heights 
era s was ım progress At dawn (Monday 9th) I 
us ed across the Salt Lake to Chocolate Hill, and remamed 
ere all day, hopmg for some advance, but in vain Per- 
p the silence and mertia of the previous day, the Turks 
under the 1mmediate command of Mustapha Kemal, now 
1 
us Ac xn thrown upon tlus terrible mishap by & letter published by 
E i n Tames of October 30, 1923 It was from Mr John Still, who 
aden i andy, Ceylon, saymg that on that fatal mght of August 8-9 
hs bariak mg adjutant of the 6th East Yorks upon Semmtar Hill, but 
They d i left in air," having no sufficient support on either side 
Tels Tr no orders, he said, but an officer with a signaller chmbed 
bee pe and found ıt empty Next morning about thirty went up, 
Bee E d eame down, hmmself bemg one He said that Sir Ian’s orders 
udis dE a to attack Tekke Tepe did not reach lus battalion till dawn 
Silane’ (Monday) when they were already back 1n the trenches of the 
Ji hne It was then that the thirty chmbed Tekke Tepe, but they 


i 
ound 1t now strongly held, the Turks swarming over the mountam He 


was himself wounded and kept prisoner till the end of the war 
n 
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dictator of Turkey, had rushed up powerful reinforcements 

at least threo divisions—and replaced their guns on 
Anafarta Plateau, also increasing the number of guns, Our 
mixed brigades and battalions were struggling to make their 
way by sheep tracks through tho thick and prickly bushes, 
crowded with snipers, at the foot of the plateau, and con- 
tinuous attachs were made against that Scimitar Hill which 
had been s0 quietly and disastrously abandoned tho night 
before Presently fire broke out upon the hill itself, sweeping 
over the front and summit, consuming the dry bushes in 
sheets of flame I could sce the wounded, both British and 
Turk, creeping out on hands and knecs to seek safety upon 
that yellow “ blaze”? which gave the namo of ‘ Scimitar” 
to the hill But many perished from smohe and heat, and 
many were burnt alive, being unable to move Hore and 
there a party reached tho summit, but they either foll or 
came rushing back It was no wonder ‘The situation 
was indeed intolerable, and neither officers nor men of the 
New Army had ever known fighting before 

The survivors formed into an irregular and confused hine 
along the trench among the small trees and bushes in front 
of the hills, and Generals Maxwell and Hill, with whom I was 
then standing, gave orders to reorgamse and renew the 
attack But no determined attack was further possible 
The men were worn out, apprehensive, and despondent , 
suffering too from the torture of thirst, for one of the springs 
that had been discovered im the open behind our line was 
exposed tosnipers At the other the maddened men crowded 
so thick that no one could be sure of getting water at all, and 
I tried in vain to arrange them in queue to take their turn 
The usual scenes of a battlefield added to the distress and 
alarm The dead were lymg about in great numbers , the 
wounded were crying aloud for help, the hands and faces 
of hastily buried men protruded fiom the ground, and as I 
walked I felt at mteivals the squelchmg softness of a man’s 
body, scarcely covered beneath the soil Late in the after- 
noon the Generals asked me to report to Hammersley at 
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Lala, Baba, but I could report no good I then returned to 
my brushwood shelter It was the day on which the Gurkhas 
and South Lancashites reached the crest of Sari Baur, 
beheld the Straits open before them, and were driven off by 
heavy shells, probably our own After that day the hope of 
victory was abandoned by almost all but the Commander- 
-Chief 

Always an optimist, Sir Ian first resolved to throw into 
Suvla the 53rd (Welsh) and the 54th (Hast Anghan) Divisions, 
which formed his only reserve They were Territorals, 
little over half strength, having no guns, and arriving only 
on "Tuesday the 10th, and Wednesday the llth hs 
intention was to send one Division in front and the other in 
support to attack the heights of Tekke Tepe, which he had 
always recognised as the key position General Stopford, 
however, demurred Still hoping to recover Scimitar Hill, 
he sent the 58rd Division across the Salt Lake to renew the 
attack, but the result was pitiful Watchmg from Chocolate 
Hill, where agam T spent all day, I could see the men running 
backwards and forwards among the black rehes of the burnt 
bushes, quite unable to make any headway, but suffermg 
heavy loss Along the corner of one small field of stubble 
I saw a lot of men lymg at ease, as I supposed, but they 
never moved "They were all dead 

Next day (Wednesday, 11th) I found the situation even 
TA hopeless, the brigades more mixed up, the men more 

rattled ” and overcome by vague apprehensions Suir Ian 
returned to Suvla, and again urged his scheme of attack, but 
General Stopford still raised objections, and foresaw 
difficulties, saying that neither of the two new divisions was 
fit for the advance One brigade of four battalions, however 
did advance and reached a faim at the foot of the hills 
em E : : Er s and bush impenetrable 
Bekaa o ions ioi " s Colonel Sir Horace 
oe . e Colonel was last seen 

ying @ cane and encouraging his men to go forward 


With 16 officers and 250 men he then disappeared into the 
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forest, and not a single member of that battalion was over 
seen again 

That mght I was recalled to Imbros, and sailed in a trawler 
full of Staff officers, who discussed polo and extables all the 
way, perhaps to take their minds off the situation I never 
knew why I was recalled, unless it was to witness how 
gloomy, jealous, and ill-tempered a Headquarter Staff can 
become when times are bad In tlirce days, howover. I was 
back agam at Suvla, and thorc witnessed a fino attempt of 
two battalions of the 10th Division to storm the long. sharp 
uidge leading along Katahol Dagh to Ejelmer Bay The 
movement of the battalions astride the narrow ridge, one 
side of which fell steeply into the Gulf of Neros, was very 
slow, and I reflected how slowly I should probably move 
towards probable death Many other events I saw that after- 
noon which had better not bo deseribed, but a fine bayonet 
charge right along ihe summit of the edge was, I think, the 
only real bayonet chargo I have over been near It drove 
the Turks clean out of then strong position, and I returned 
to tho Pomt much encouraged But next mormng I heard 
tho Tuiks had come back at mght and reoccupied the place, 
after causing great loss The attempt was never made again, 
and that mght General Stopford was superseded by General 
De ILasle, t1ansfei1ed from his command of the 29th Division 
at Helles 

The great scheme of converging attacks from Helles, 
Anzac, and Suvla had failed, and for various reasons 
accident oi mischance, misjudgment of locality, and the 
complicated natwe of the giound, making a mght attack 
extremely problematic But behind all obvious reasons 
of failure lay the ultimate cause that the troops employed, 
especially at Suvla, were not strong, not experienced enough 
for the task imposed upon them Few ın the New Army 0r 
the Territorial Divisions were acquamted with the realities 
of war, or had been exposed to 1ts sudden and overwhelming 
perils They had not the tradition, the veteran experience: 
the disciplined self-confidence of the Regula: Aimy And 
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they had not the physique, the adventurous spit, the 
national bond of the Anzacs What they might perhaps 
have done under decistve, youthful, and mspirmg leadership 
can be judged from thew subsequent service-in later cam- 
paigns such service as was performed m Palestine by these 
Territorial Divisions themselves But n August, 1915, 
their leadership was not decisive, youthful, or inspiring 
Something had been gamed, though at a loss of 30,000 men 
upon all three fronts combined The Vineyard at Helles 
and Lone Pme at Anzac were held The whole position at 
Anzac was far less constricted, and one could walk from 
Anzac to Suvla without much risk except from occasional 
snipers. At Suvla we held the wide plam rovnd the Salt 
Lake, with at least two springs of good water, and it seemed 
likely that the bay would afford better harbourage for the 
ships in winter than the exposed mlet at Kephalos It was 
something, but the commanding pomtions of Tekke Tepe, 
Scrmitar Hill and “ W Hill ” were still im the enemy’s hands, 
and Sir Ian resolved upon one more attempt to recover what 
was actually ours on the 8th, and might have remamed ours 
but for errors and mertia “Huis plan was to bring ronnd the 
rehes of the famous 29th Division from Helles, and with them 
to attack Scmuitar Hil m the centre, having the 11th Division 
on the right and the two "Territorial Divisions on the left 
Tt was the afternoon of August 21st, and the struggle 
began with the usual mtense, but meffectual bombardment 
ee ne : Then the mdomitable division 
Ce LUA p the front of that fatal Scrmitar Hill, 
= ii ind s » From the front trench on Chocolate 
bushes, and then u that ui. : e 
Royal Tamsin Ta pile ea cree Cedars 
ulhng Fusilers were leading, and they actuali 
gamed th y 
Snor ME driving the Turks back towards Anafarta 
= Pelee edger NM E 
leaping on the d id a ee 
scattered hne as i6 adv no pouring bullets upon the 
advanced At the same trme numerous 
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guns on the foot of "Tel Le 'Pepr nnd W TI” opened n 
heavy fire upon the summit, and thi. converging +torm of 
shell and bullet c become intel rable. Owing che fly to loss 
of direction, the divi ion on the right failed to support, and 
the Yeomanry Diviion (unmounted, of cour 9), which had 
comte up aüs re zrve, breasmeeonfu ed wath the brigede son the 
might and centre, bone farther pustel nnd di tre--ed bs 
renewed flames nmony the dry bu he. Stelan the gathering 
obseuriy at 730 I conli e n crowd of Phots figures 
strugeling up that all-too-familiar " blise,”’ and when dark 
ness fell over them wo all hoped the «ummut might hive been 
won But nothing could now live upon that terrible plece 
Which the 6th East Yorks lind occupied without a blow à 
fortnight before After n los of 6500 cacundti s, the divisions 
had to be withdrawn and reformed in ther old trenches 
along the foot of the hills So ended the lust determined 
attempt to secure victors in the Doirdanelles 

At the very begmning of the infantry’s advance (3 15) tho 
Turkish bombardment of our position on Chocolate Hill had 
become very heavy Shells tore at our parapets The mr 
above our trenches hissed with bullets, and many of our men 
were struck down Suddenly T too was felled hhe an ox b} 
a blow from a shell on the top of my head, as though a trip 
hammer had struck me A machine-gun officer at my side 
said, “‘ Are you hit ? " and secing my brown shurt already 
sopped with blood, and the stones around us sprinkled too 
with blood, I answered, ‘I suppose Iam” With his help 
I tied a pocket-dressing tight round my head The men 
began shouting for stretchors, but, boing quito conscious, I 
stood up and walked back along the trenches, with the 
support of one man, everyone making room for us owing to 
my ghastly appearance In tho rear of the hill, a dresser 
tied on a second bandago But the blood still flowed in great 
quantities, as I am told ıt always does from a scalp wound, 
and I was alarmed at the lumps of pink jelly that came out 
with the blood, for I feared they might bo bits of brain 
Having, however, recited to myself several familiar passages 
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of verse (cluding “ the multijudinous seas mearnadine ”), 
Y decided there was nothmg much the matter, and as the flow 
of blood began to slacken m about an hour, I got up and went 
to my former position, though I was certamly ^ an appalling 
object” I was thus able to watch that terrific onslaught 
ull the end, and I walked back to Suvla Pomt, about four 
miles, without any convenience but pam. The surgeon 
at the dressing-station, thing the skull was fractured, 
wished to operate and trepan, but when I told him my head 
was impenetrable to all but reason, he desisted, and though 
the bandage had to be renewed every day for a week, I went 
about my busmessas usual It may be medically interesting 
to notice that for the forby-exght hours before going out to 
that engagement, I had been suffermg from high fever, 
. burstmg mto song, as 1s my nightingale or swanhke custom 
when temperature goes above 100 degrees ; but the rush of 
blood reduced the temperature at once, and silenced the 

musical strams 
After the failure of that assault upon Sermtar Hill 
(August 21) the army settled down nto enforced mactivity, 
and the effect of mactivity upon an army, as upon civilians, 
1s depression Even the arrival of Major-General Fanshawe 
(to command the 11th Division), Major-General Stanley 
Maude, afterwards the hero of Bagdad (to command the 
10th Division), and Major-General Sir Juban Byng (to com- 
mand the IXth Corps) could not enhven the lethargy of 
disappomtment Monotony of food, scarcity of water, 
myniads of fes, and the consequent dysentery or perpetual 
diarrhea mcreased the depression, and all looked forward 
with gloom to a winter campaign upon that exposed and 
ie : P About one-third of the whole force had 
m Wl d and the sight of the graves, and of 
sad ium is i that could not be reached for burial, 
Turkish cor 2 i w the spectacle of hundreds of 
Bar dd a chee -ON uc n E 
E s 9 further action was possible without 
. neral H. B. Walker put the number 
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required at 300,000 , but tho authoritics upon the Western 
Front thought little of the Dardanelles, and refused to spare 
a man from then vast preparations for the prolonged 
failures of Loosand Champagne During August the Russian 
armies were driven hopelessly back in Poland, and ıt was 
evident that Ferdinand of Bulgaria, like a fox between two 
packs of hounds, long hesitating which way to run, was now 
inchning to seck 1efuge among tho Central Powers. 

Various rumours flew through tho peninsula would not 
the Navy make another attempt to pierce the Narrovs? 
Might there not be a landing at Alexandretta ? O1 perhaps, 
after all, at Adramyti Bay opposite Mitylem? On the 
nominal excuse of seeing the bay for mycelf, I resolved to 
visit Matyleni as chance offered My 1cal reason, of course, 
was to see the ancient home of Sappho, which I had merely 
sailed past m returning from devastated Georgia in 1907 
But I was also weary of wandering about the trenches ab 
Helles, chmbing the dangerous heights of Lone Pine and 
“the Apex ” at Anzac, where for some time I occupied the 
dug-out of a sergeant, who had left m it touching messages 
and “souvenis,” but had never 1cturned, and of following 
the long and difficult passage'fiom Anzae to Suvla On all 
sides I found depression and loss of heart, bitter criticism of 
GHQ, and savage rage agaist Mr Winston Churclull, 
who “ ought to be publicly hanged ” for having suggested 
the campaign Bndwood himself, Alexander Godley, 
Monash (4th Austiahan Infantiy Brigade), and A H 
Russell (NZ Mounted Rifle Bngade) maintained at least 
the appearance of spirit and peisistence, but general despond- 
ency prevailed 

Obtammng leave of brief absence from Sır Ian, I set off m à 
queer httle motoi-boat with Ashmead-Bartlett, Wilham 
Maxwell, Malcolm Ross, and Bean, for Lesbos (Mitylent), and 
stayed a week o1 so mn that beautiful island, haunted by such 
beauty of words and thought as no other woman poet has 
reached, though the fragments of Sappho’s verse run hardly 
to two pages I chmbed the neighbourmg mountains, 
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wandered far through the forests of olive trees, came to know 
Consul-General Hesketh-Smith, who entrusted me with an 
entirely new plan of campaign upon the Asiatic coast , and 
I then met hus subordmate, Mr Hole, whom I was again 
to meet twelve years later as Consul-General in the difficult 
post of Damascus For one long day I crossed in another 
little motor-boat to the “Hundred Isles " through which 
we approached close up to the Turkısh town of Aval, 
carrymg with us Greek Andarta spies and various documents 
deeply compromising to the existence of us all But at the 
back of my mmd there always stood Sappho, and that great 
debate m Athens whether the whole male population of 
Mitylene should be put to death for rebellion or only the 
leaders, and how the galley raced to overtake the order for 
general massacre, the rowers being sustamed by handfuls 
of barley-meal steeped in wine and oil, a queer kind of 
stimulant ! 

As nothing of modern rmportance seemed likely to happen, 
Yleft Mityleni, and by the kmdness of Captam Grant, of the 
Canopus, then lymg m the Iero landlocked harbour, l was 
taken through a raging sea on board an old mine-layer, the 
Latona, and so reached Mudros harbour, where I found 
General Altham, my old censor m the Ladysmth siege now 
s as Inspector-General of Communications dd the 
MA is was a sort of officers’ clearmg-house, and had 

gh reputation as a kind of Enchanted Isle for officers 

coming from the penmsula, owing to the o t 
there of baths, clean lmen, and iced ee 

, ced drinks The 

on board were put down at £300 a day, but I de 
assertion that at the end of the c P 
aground upon empty bottles a. E ee 
S upon a coral reef For that 


harbour took ba 
a and i n T UNDE 
x: : Mc de lan m his Headquarters at Tmbros, Y 
E at some great change was at hand O i 
umours about Bulgaria’s defection it was ea bes 
1 Thucydides, ITT, 49, | z = 
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conjecture that he had in mind the proposed attempt to 
succour Serbia by occupation of Salomka, and im fact the 
very next day he embarked the 10th Drvision He also 
offered the 58rd. The French were sending a division (156) 
under that merry veteran, Gene1al Bailloud When I spoke 
about preparations for the winter upon the penmsula, Sir 
Tan laughed and said, '* Oh, we shan't be here m the winter ” 
But he gave me a letter saying he would heartily welcome me 
back 1f I now went home on leave for five or six weeks, and 
so I parted from him (Oct Ist) He had httle more than a 
fortnight to remain In answer to Lord Kitchener’s tele- 
gram, he replied that such a step as evacuation was to him 
unthmkable In any case 1t was impossible to estimate the 
losses involved, but they might come to 50 per cent There- 
upon Kitchener telegraphed that the War Council wished to 
make a change m the command, and had appomted Sir 
Charles Monro to supply a fresh unbiased opmuon On 
October 17th, to the grief of the whole army and navy, 
Sir Ian sailed on the cruiser Chatham, and left the penmsula 
which had been the dramatic stage of such high hopes, such 
noble achievement, such bitter and tragic frustiation 

In spite of the general despondency, and the hkelshood 
that more important action might soon be taking place in 
the Balkans which I knew so well, I now think I was wrong 
in leaving the Dardanelles at that time For I missed the new 
command, I mussed Kaitchener’s visit, I mussed the 
terrific blizzard of storm and snow at the end of November , 
and I returned only just m time for the evacuation How- 
ever, I went back to the Aragon at Mudros again, ın company 
with Ashmead-Bartlett, who was sent home by Sir Tan’s 
Staff for attempting to get a strongly hostile criticism of the 
campaign through to Mr Asquith without submitting 1b 
to the official censor, As usual, he had made no secret of 
that secret missive, but had read 1t aloud to various officers 
and correspondents, one of whom gave mformation about 16 
to the Chief of Staff, so that the Australian who was carrying 
the manuscript was arrested on arriving at Marseilles, and 
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the document was fonnd on hm, It smght be argued that & 
correspondent 18 justified m. breaking his pledged word for 
what he considers the highest interests of the country, but 
there 1s no question that the man who 1s discovered domg 1b 
has to go * 

From Mudros I was taken on board the cruiser Bacchante 
(Captam Boyle) and, for fear of the submarmes lurking in 
the rocky inlets of Crete, we took a zigzag course through the 
Greek islands, showmg me Taygetos agam on the nght and 
the Cretan mountains on the port side, until, romnding the 
southern coast of Sicily, we made Malta on the fourth day. 
The little voyage was notable to me for the presence on 
board of the ship’s Medical Officer, Dr Murray Levick, who 
had been to the Antarctic with the Scott expedition, and gave 
me his fine monograph upon the Adéhe penguins, proving 
how much better ıt would have been for mankind if we had 
developed from those gracious and kindly birds, as Anatole 
France imagined, rather than from lecherous and acquisitive 
apes 

On my birthday, October 11th, I was in London again, 
and soon after had a long conversation with Sw Ian, who told 
me of his mterview with Kitchener, and nghtly msisted that 
he would rather have been recalled than obliged to sacrifice 
the British reputation and a vast proportion of his arny 
he put ıt between three-quarters and one half by with- 
eee o In a public meeting at the 
mE m pe had the opportumty of explammg 
Bulzara us ie ; : e already too late to save Serbia, as 
Bu dai Gat Go n = the war agamst us and had m 
sehen i pied Uskub None the less, at a large 
ded gin anchester of the big provimeial editors, 16 was 

ecided, rather against my wish and judgment, to send me 

x oo imstead of back to Gallipoli, aad by the 
Anatole vim I was in Panis with Robert Dell, frend of ~ 

nce, and at that time the famous Pans corre- 

* For Ashmead Bartlett’ 


8 
Uncensored Dardanelles ” (1928) defence of his action see his book ‘ The 
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spondent of the Manchester Guarduin—a mnn of preat bnon- 
ledge, and po-se-sing an extraordinary flair for 1nformation, 
upon which he bared forecast <celdom fulfilled 

In Athens I had a long conversation with Venielos, who 
was then at desperate enmity with King Constantine, end 
had been compelled to resign carly in October, though 
supported in his pro- Allies and pro-Serbian policy by à great 
mayjouty of the Greck Chamber The King, who could not 
behese that the German army, 1m which he had becn trained, 
or the Kaiser, whose sister he had married, could cver be 
defeated, had dissolved the Chamber against all constitu- 
tional right But Venivelos was ginded by two main 
prmerples ono, that honour demanded the observance of the 
1913 treaty to assist Scr bia in her distress, and the other that 
England in every war always wins one battle—the last 
Immediately after our conversation, in which, Ike all 
educated people, he had great difficulty in understanding 
my public-school French, I wrote the following notes in my 
diary (November 9th, 1915) 


“ Ho received me very graciously An upstanding, active 
man, but with no look of the soldie: o1 of the outdoor rebel 
as he had been when I was in Cicte in. 1897 , pale, nearly 
bald, with short grey beard, spectacles over rather hght 
quick-moving eyes, with more than a hmi of wildness 
1n them He began at once by attacking the King, who had 
broken down the constitutional liberties of tho nation, and 
overthiown the great reform of six years before, which had 
completely changed Grecce and given her a new start in hfe 
Twice the people had declared for himself (I think m Febru- 
ary and September) but now all democracy was submitted 
to despotic will, and a lot of old men belonging to the ancient 
régime had been biought back The sympathy of the 
people was with England and France, but for fifteen months 
German influence had been working upon the upper classes, 
representmg the Kaiser as invincible and mspuimg te110T 
into the Gieck mmd He lamented the mistake of the first 
(naval) attempt upon the Dardanelles, and thought that 
withdrawal was now mevitable sooner or later He feared 
that another disaster at Salomka, for want of seriousness 12 
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the enterprise and the forces, would overthrow the prestige 
of the Ales throughout the Bast, but he still hoped that the 
attempt, though so late, might yet succeed, in. which case 
both Greece and Rumania would come m and the whole war 
fnd ıts end ın the Balkans He did not see any good 1n the 
proposed new elections since the people's wil was per- 
sistently disregarded, and only old men could vote, the 
soldiers on service bemg out of the question He thought 
the King was certainly a good soldier (what a change since 
that war of 1897 when I saw him as Crown Prince 1n Larissa, 
whence he ran so hastily '), but the Queen exerted continual 
influence upon him, naturally on the German side ”’ 


Throughout this conversation, Venizelos displayed great 
nervousness, trembling with passion, raising his voice almost 
to a scream or a whine, and at times almost burstmg into 
tears That was the Greek manner, to which I had long been 
accustomed, for Greeks had never been drilled as we are to 
restrain the expression of emotion till the emotion itself 
almost dies of atrophy But ın those days Venizelos had 
certainly good cause for agitation, seeing as he did the whole 
fabric of his labours for his country falling to pieces at the 
touch of a dubious and imconstant ruler Very different 
was the estimate of that puzzled monarch given me on the 
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the Serbian expedition comes too Inte, as 15 indeed obvious 
German munitions are already reaching Constantinople by 
way of the Danube, as ho had heard by telegram to-day 
But he was vers indignant at the journaliste! suggestion that 
Greeco would turn against us and cut us off in Salonika 
The Greeks were far too grateful to England, France, and 
Russin for past seryes, and ho asked me to contradict tho 
idea with all my power Upon this point he spoke with 
violence Tie said he had not decided about a general 
election , under mobilisation «ome 800,000 might vote and 
ihat was enough to express opinion. But indecd there were 
no parties now in Greece, only sy mpnathis rs, tome German, 
but tho majority pro-Allies And there was much feeling for 
Sorbia, too, but her military position vas utterly hopeless ” 


Those confusing contradictions were a good introduction 
to the blind chaos that I found prevailing 1n Salomka when 
I arrived on. November 1!th But before describing that 
disastrous situation, 1t would be simpler to conclude the 
account of my exporiences in the Dardanelles For after I 
had beon absorbed for three weeks in Salonikan ineptitude, 
a longing to return to the opon air and defimto warfare of the 
familar peninsula scized me Or porhaps it was an 
instinctive premonition that something vital was about to 
happen thoro On Decomber 7th I was back in Imbros 
again, and received such a welcome from my former servant, 
a privato in the Munster Fusiliers, as one can seldom hope 
to get upon this undemonstrative carth , most seldom from 
a British “Tommy” For he came leaping and bounding 
along the shore to meet me, as though I were essential to his 
very life 

In the new Headquarters, close to our old camp upon 
Tmbros, I found General Birdwood now in command of 
“The Dardanelles Army,” as General Sir Charles Monro 
had named 1 as distinguished from “ The Salomke Army,” 
when he took over the command of all Mediterranean forces 
east of Malta, except Egypt Kutchener had come out 
strongly opposed to evacuation, for he rightly regarded the 
Dardanelles Army as a perpetual thorn mm the sido of Tukey 
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even if 1 advanced no further , but he had been won over by 
Monro’s report and the persuasion of Staff officers upon the 
Aragon, one of whom proudly boasted to me that “‘ We soon 
brought Kitchener round to our way of thinking ” Indeed, 
on the very first mornmg (December 8th) that I awoke, 
enraptured by the mountain air surrounding the lonely 
cottage mto which I had forced an entrance, the fatal 
decree went out, and Birdwood was ordered to prepare for 
the evacuation of Anzac and Suvla Of course ignorant 
of this decision, I crossed in starry darkness to the peninsula 
ina trawler commanded by an old walrus of a skipper whom 
I had knows in the Gamecock Fleet upon the North Soa. 
It was the same who privately informed me “‘ If the Kayser 
‘ad knowed as we’ad trawlers he wouldn’t never ’ave de- 

clared war!” For some days I wandered over all the 

famihar scenes, bemg well received by General Godley m 
Anzac, General Stanley Maude, General Byng at Suvla, 
General F J Davies (CO. of the VIIIth Corps) at Helles, 
and many more, mcluding, of comse, my old friends Bean 
and Malcolm Ross at Anzac All the old hnes were muoh 
the same, except that they had been extended a httle and 
more strongly entrenched at Suvla, but as I passed from 
Hi scene to another, sleeping in any dug-out that came 
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to Suvla Point, I watched the anxious labour, assisting as I 
could, and in daylight showing myself to the Turks as 
visibly as possible, 1n accordance with Birdwood’s order 
“to mamta the 1mmemoiial Biitish. custom of showing 
ourselves on the sky-hne and serving our country by 
walking where we could be best observed” With this 
mtention I walked one day 11ght along the 1azor-edge of the 
Karakol Dagh till I came to “ Jephson’s Post," the point 
where our line aliuptly ended, and found myself im the 
elaborate trenches and forts of a Yorks brigade (the 32nd), 
commanded by General Dallas The General took me round 
the trenches with soriowing pide He felt fo1 those trenches 
the personal affection of a mother for hei child, of a girl for 
her dolls'-house, of a painter for his art “‘ Pity to leave 
them! Pity to leave them!” he kept whispering to me, 
and gomg fiom man to man he saw that each was neatly 
shaved and washed “Keeps their tails up! Keeps their 
tails up!” he said, and if ever a man practised the whole 
aıt of war by the exercise of the domestic virtues 16 was he 
Night after might I watched the slow but steady embarka- 
tion, and with each mght the anxiety increased as our front 
hne grew thinner On the last moinmg only 12,000 men were 
left, whereas regulations requued 33,000 to hold the length 
of grommd at Suvla It was Sunday, December 19th, and at 
sunset our guns fired their last salute to the Turks, and were 
withdrawn the last gun at 930 Tn silence, under the 
mahgnant hght of & misted moon, the men began to steal 
down the narrow and often piecipitous paths They left 
all manner of devices with lighted tapers and strings to fire off 
rifles after they had gone, mamtamıng a desultory fusillade 
for about an hour Two hundred of the West Yorks were 
ordered to hold the fourth lme to the last, and sacrifice them- 
selves if the Turks attacked An aeroplane alarmed us by 
hovering overhead, but dropped a green hght to show 16 was 
one of ours Here and there a few camp fires continued to 
burn, and two hghts ghmmered from the deserted hospital 
tents I waited till those 200 came down and were embarked 
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at a separate pier on the Gulf of Xeros side Then I was 
taken off by Captain Unwm, hero of the River Clyde landing, 
m his pmnace to the Cornwallis, first seemg General Byng 
leave Suvla Pomt as the last man there It- was 430am 
of December 20th Six thousand men had come away from 
our end of Suvla Bay, and General Maude got about the same 
number off from the other pomt, called Nubrunesi At dawu 
the Cornwallis began shelling the Turks whom we could see 
creeping dow to our old positions, and Turkish guns shelled 
our ship m return, but n vam At9am we steamed away 
for Imbros, and I left the famihar penmsula 

The final parties of the 40,000 men at Anzac were brought 
away with equal skill the same night, and four days later 
Birdwood received orders to prepare a scheme for evacuating 
Helles also In spite of Mr. Winston Churchill's protest on 
resigning office, the Government had resolved to “ cut their 
losses ’’ as a disappomted gambler does He had always 1m- 
plored them to cai:y through these operations with the utmost 
vigour and fury + But far from displaying vigour, let alone 
fury, the Government seemed to regard the expedition rather 
as an overburdened father regards an illegitimate child. put 
out to nurse in a distant village It was a “ by-blow,” 
something apart from the well-regulated order of thmgs If 
the person who superintended sts welfare clamoured for more 
assistance, she must be taught her proper place, or palmed 
off with gifts that were no gifts Every breath of suspicion 
or detraction must be listened to, every chance of abandon- 
ment welcomed, and the news of a peaceful ending accepted 
with a sigh of rehef 

I longed to remain for the funeral, but George Ward Price, 
the mdefatigable correspondent of the Daily Marl, who had 
come with me from Salonika, received at Imbros a telegram 


E ! Spealung im the House of Commons, November 15th, 1915, he said 
If there were any operations in the history of the world which, having 
been begun, 16 was worth while to carry through with the utmost vigour 
and fury, with a consistent flow of remforcements, and an utter disregard 
of life, 1 was the operations so darmgly and bnillantly begun by Sir Tan 
Hamilton in the 1mmortal landing of April 25 ” 
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ordermg him to retuin at once owing to serious events there, 
and, of course, London had as yet heard nothing of the 
evacuation Reluctantly I left my mountain hut for a city’s 
smoke and wealth and chatter Tn the brlhant dawn of 
Christmas Day Y looked agam across the peninsula to the 
grey and distant height of Mount Ida, where the fountains 
still are runnmg, and to the escarpment on the plain where 
Troy once stood. There m white and purple ran the Dar- 
danelles, and there lay the battered hulk of the River Clyde 
There was Lancashire Landing, and there Anzac Cove, and 
the beights of Sari Baxr Further away projected the rocky 
points of Suvla, and now the time was approachmg when all 
that well-knowu penmsula, so near a neighbour to Troy, 
would be haunted by kindred memories ‘There the many 
men whom I had seen and known had once their habitation 
There they had felt the finest human joy the joy of active 
companionship m a cause which they accounted noble 
There they had faced the utmost suffermg of hardship and 
pain, the utmost terrors of death The crowded caverns 1n 
which they made their dwelling-place would soon be falling 
in, except where some shepherd might use a headquarters as 
more weatherproof than his hut, or as a sheltered pen for his 
sheep The trenches that they dug and held to the death 
would soon crnmble into furrows, covered with grass and 
flowers, or with crops more fertile for so deep a ploughing 
The graves would be slowly obliterated, and the scattered 
bones that cost so much ın the breedmg would return toearth 

Such were my thoughts as I tramped down to the httle 
pier on Kephalos Bay for the last time, and was swiftly 
carried to Mudros harbour in the destroyer Scorpion But 
now I know that im our history the peninsula, the straits, 
the surrounding seas, and the beautiful islands set among 
them will remain as memorials to record, it 1s true, the 
disastrous and tragic disabilities of our race, but at the same 
time its versatility, its fortitude, and its happy though 
silent welcome to any voluntary sacrifice mvolving great 
issues for mankind. 


CHAPTER IIl 


SAL.ONIKA 


* V ho, of he rose to station of command, 
Rises by open means , and there will stand 
On honourable terms, or else retvre, 
And ın hwnself possess his own desire , 
Who comprehends his trust, and to the same 
Keeps faithful with a sengleness of arm , 
And therefore does not stoop, nor lre in wart 
For wealth, or honours, or for worldly state , 
Whom they must follow , on whose head must fall, 
Inke showers of manna, af they come at all, 
Whose powers shed round him wn the common strife, 
Or mild concerns of ordinary life, 
A constant influence, a pecular grace , 
But who, uf he be called upon to face 
Some awful moment to which Heaven has gomed 
Great «s5ues, good or bad for human kind, 
Is happy as a lover, and attired 
Wath sudden brightness, like a man snspwred ”? 


Worpswortu , ‘Character of the Happy Warnor ”’ 


*ROM. that Christmastide, 1915, when I had to leave 
the Dardanelles, I must go back a few weeks to 
November 14th, when I first landed at Salonika. 

First, that 1s to say, on this campaign, for I had been there 
twelve years before with the Brailsfords when we were trymg 
to rescue wietched Macedomans from Turkish abommation 1 
In 1915 the fire that consumed half Salonika still lay some 
months ahead, and from the deep water along the marble 
quay the beautiful city rose complete up the steep hill- 
side to the limit of her ancient walls, beyond which extended 
the wild and empty country, traversed by mountain tracks 
to distant villages The three ancient churches St Sophia, 
St George, and the splendid St. Dimitrius (gmce destroyed 


! See "* More Changes More Chances," chapter I 
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by fire) which I before knew as mosques, had lately been 
restored to the Orthodox Church, and the whole city was 
Greek again But apart from the European houses along the 
waterside, the character of the place was Turkish still Yet 
ib recalled the transmutations of slowly moving history 
Here passed the mnumeiable hosts of Persia, in splendid 
advance and ruinous retreat Here Alexander hastened from 
bis neighbouring birthplace to the conquest of tho world. 
Here Cicero lamented for his distant city And St Paul 
came here, without attracting much notice, I suppose , not 
nearly so much as the forgotten series of Emperors who 
looked so fine as they here progressed along the Egnatian 
Way to Constantinople 

Exactly opposite the city across the purple bay rises 
Mount Olympus, ghttering with snow or wrapt m films of 
mist. South-west stands Pelion, and the gap between the 
two sacred mountains 18 the sacred Vale of Tempo North- 
west, beyond the malarial marshes of the Vardar, one looks 
to distant snowy mountains on the way to Lake Ostrovo, 
Florma, and Monastir Upon the almost landlocked 
harbour itself there lay a chaos of ships middle-aged 
battleships, cruisers, one of our big “ monitors,” French 
vessels piled lngh with lumbermg armament, a Russian 
craft with five thm funnels im a row (inevitably called 
“The Woodbine ” by our men from the five cigarettes mm a 
Woodbine packet), destroyers, torpedo boats, transports 
with men or supplies, fairy-hke hospital ships, and the 
usual swarm of Greek sailing boats lashed to the quay 

But the chaos of races within the city itself was still more 
amazing Jews ın long fur-trimmed robes, with Jewesses 10 
green and scarlet head-dresses and slips of muslim drawu over 
their breasts (descendants of the Jews who sought refuge 
among Turks from the Christians of Spain) , native Greeks, 
and many Turks lurking still m their ancient homes, 
swarms of slovenly Greek soldiers, jm khaki nmforms pro- 
vided, 16 was said, by the British tax-payer , their officers 
still rattlmg the obsolete sword, Austrians and Germans 
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walkmg about nnperturbed (for was not Greece a neutral 
country ?), British sailors, and crowds of French and 
British offices and men. As I said m the last chapter, one 
Trench division under General Bailloud, and our 10th 
Division under General Sir Bryan Mahon had been sent 
from the Dardanelles Other British and French divisions 
were daily expected, and the supreme command rested with 
General Sarrail, who owed his appomtment rather to his 
advanced politics than his mhtary reputation. 

Was ever such a situation ^ Venizelos as Prime Minister 
had mvited us to save Serbia, but now Kimg Constantine 
had dismissed him, reversed his policy, and declared the 
Greek kmgdom strictly neutral, though “friendly to the 
Alhes ", fnendly because he feared a British blockade, smce 
any fleet could starve his country So there the army stood, 
on neutral ground, surrounded by a far more numerous 
Greek army, dissembling hostility and ready to spring upon 
us at any moment, while our declared enemies from 
Austria and Germany pursued espionage unchecked, and 
German and Bulgarian forces were gradually creepmg down 
upon our northern front, some towards Monastir, others as 
though to assault Salonika herself by way of Lake Doiran 
and Gevgheli Heavy snow was begining to fall 

It was a position to puzzle a general of genius, and Sarrail 
was nob that His first mtention had been to get m touch 
with the portion of the Serbian Army still at Veles (Kuprih) 
far up the Vardar, but the day before I arrived that poor 
relic had been forced to begin its miserable retreat through 
Albama to the Admatic, and all hope of resenmg “ gallant 
httle Serbia ” was at an end What was there left to do ? 
Sairail sat m his suburban villa south of the city, and every 
day I went to admire his stalwart person, his large bronzed 
face with blue eyes, grey moustache and grizzled hair all on 
end, his rapid but indistinct language, and his famibhar jests, 
verging upon buffoonery But he told us nothing. “La 
neige! La neige!" That was all Perhaps there was 
nothmg more to say. And the British G.H.Q, under Sir 
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Bryan Mahon, informed me desperately they really did not 
know why we were there or what we were gomg to attempt 
I found the brigades of the newly-arriving 22nd Division 
spread out along the road to Monastir, but entirely ignorant 
of any purpose, and the old 10th Division was lost to sight 
beyond Lake Doiran To add to my personal perplexities 
I had to submmt my telegrams, first to a pernickety 
Intelligence Officer m the British G H Q , and then to the 
Greek censor, who hid himself here or there and demanded a 
French translation 

From the wretchedness of city life, with nothing to do but 
wander mn vain to ignorant Headquarters or to sit m cafés 
listening m van to all the crazy rumours of war, I was allowed 
to enjoy only two brief respites Wzuth a few others I was 
invited up to Strumitza station on the Vardar, where I 
found General Bailioud holding the French advanced Ime 
with the division he had brought from Helles, and I was glad 
to meet that humorous old skeleton agam He was mdeed 
a welcome figure anywhere very small, very thin, close 
upon seventy, with brilliant eyes hke a hawk’s, bald little 
head hike a wizened skull or an unfledged bird’s, surmounted 
by a steel helmet then new to the army He went with us 
up the river to the furthest possible pomt, whence we could 
watch the Bulgar sentries, and far along the line to a lofty 
hill whence we could see the town of Strumitza itself—n 
Bulgar territory, separated from its Serbian station by some 
twenty miles of difficult road, as had been decreed by that 
Treaty of Bucharest (1913), which only the Treaty of 
Versailles has ever surpassed ın folly And all the way he 
laughed and joked with us and with every French soldier 
we met, perhaps intendmg to teach us the meaning of 
French equahty and fraternity 

And a few days later Sir Bryan Mahon invited me to 
accompany him up to his British Ime, which was hnked up 
with the French right —Skirtang along the still, small lake 
'of Doman, where that absurd Bucharest Treaty had fixed 
the town m Serbian territory and the station in Greek, 
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we reached a deserted Turkish village called Dédeh high 
among rocky momntams, then the Head-quarters of Mahon’s 
former 10th Division from Suvla, and there I met many old 
frends All the starvehng villages thereabouts were 
Turkısh, and not a soul was left ın them Asm most Balkan 
houses up among the hls, the windows had no glass, and the 
cold toward morning was intense But the men were not 
allowed even the shelter of & roof They dug little pits for 
themselves along the hillsides, and tied waterproof sheets 
over the top ‘Two or three combined to spread ther army 
blankets for covermg But an icy wind was blowing; 
sometimes at night the rain fell heavily, and for two days 1t 
had been snowing hard There these Insh brigades lay out, 
and m affectionate remembrance of happier things they 
called their hills and rocky valleys by the names of Dolly 
Monnt, Bray Head, the Dargle, or Howth 

Many of them had not long to endure or to think of sweet 
Ireland It was on November 24th to 26th that I was with 
them there, and the very next day that blizzard raged which 
fell tke a scourge upon the armies still eaposed on the 
Dardanelles penmsula On December 7th the Bulgars 
crossed the Bopmia valley just m front of our lmes and 
storined up the rocky hills A few days later our division 
was ordered to retire in conformity with the French Tn 
some confusion on the night of the 11th-12th, the last of the 
Irish brigades was withdrawn through Doiran to the rail- 
way, and the Bulgars did not attempt to cross the Greek 
frontier The mam positions for the defence of Salomka 
were then gradually organised along the fifty-mile front 
from the Vardar to the Gulf of Orfano near Stavros, right 
across the base of the three-pronged peninsula that ancient 
Greeks called Chaleidice. Our part of the Ime meluded the 
two lakes of Langaza and Beshik, and so 1+ remamed for 
some months, gradually gettmg entrenched, and further 
protected by a few outlymg positions m front along the 
road to Seres Salomka was thus converted into a fortified 
camp, open only on the side of its gnif, and as anyone 
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who knew the Balkans could have foretold, Serbia ceased to 
exist 

Month after month I was detamed in that beautiful and 
harassed eity as a spectator of the tiagi-comedy It was 
comic foi two largish armics (four French divisions and five 
British) to be standing upon neutral ground, befriended by 
a " neutral " Greek and Jewish population who thoroughly 
enjoyed the opportunities for profits and other thefts upon a 
lucrative scale, but weie mtermingled with “ neutral” 
Gieek troops full of hostility and always ready to betray 
vital positions to the enemy, asm the event they did It was 
tragic because every now and again the enemy sent by mght 
a Zeppelin over the neutral city, dropping great fiery bombs 
that at any moment might consume the ramshackle houses, 
ancient churches, Greeks, Jews, Turks heretics and mfidels, 
all n a general stew, which m the event also happened 
Besides, there was the tragic waste of effort and of money 
(we were there spending £1 000,000 a day) upon an enterprise 
without known object All that vast labour of digging 
trenches and coiling wie entanglements (the French were 
using 175 miles of wire for one mile of front), just for the 
defence of à neutral position against which no attack was in 
the least hkely It was a disheartening job for the men 
labourmg m rain and mud or snow along the exposed hne 
of mountam overlooking the broad valley of the double 
lakes, and no one at that time could foresee the ultimate 
advantage 

For myself, I spent the long weeks listening to the city’s 
customary rumours, or escapmg on any horse or lorry that 
offered far up the Lembat Road to that fortified front, and 
for five hard and happy days walking night along the edges 
of the two lakes, amid the gaggle of innumerable wild geese, 
to the Gulf of Orfano, some forty or fifty miles each way I 
was with Ward Price, quite as good a walker as myself, and 
beside the beautiful gorge that drams the Beshik Lake we 
found the 29th Brigade entrenchmg, under General Vandeleur, 
generous and buoyant as became the artist he was, though 
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dwellmg m a wet and rocky cave But beautiful as the 
region seemed, even in mist and snow and drenching rain, 
iis chief interest to me lay im its ghosts For, looking 
across the bay to the mouth of the Strymon, I could see 
Thucydides lmgermg there and so mewımg the sentence 
of exile that drove him to wiite the greatest of political 
histories And rather further up the 11ver from the few 
houses that now represent Eion, I could magme that city 
of Amphipolis where fell Brasidas, the one attractive 
Spartan, and where Cleon’s leathern lungs breathed their 
last Tn my notes of the place I also find another reference 


* Qutside our desert inn near Stavros, a guard of six men 
and a sergeant (Lemster Fusihers) lay or sat round a fire 
under the stormy moon, and when I asked the sergeant in 
the mornmg how they had got on, he replied. ' Well, you 
see, we gets a little cha1coal, and we takes a httle charcoal, 
and we heaps up these here leaves as bemg soft for the 
hip-bones ’ 

“ The leaves are the brown and withered leaves of plane 
trees, such as, on climbing up to the village of Stavros on the 
hill-side of the thin penmsula that leads to Monnt Athos, I 
saw the girls tying together into rustling cloaks, m which to 
celebrate some immemorial dance that perhaps Anstotle 
himself may have watched ın his happier moments when he 
was not pondering upon the Virtuous Mean For I connect 
Aristotle with this place, perhaps wrongly Some of the 
girls were actually playmg ball, and all had bound lengths 
of girdle ronnd their bellies, as the Albamans do, so that 
they looked as though great with child ” 


I don't know if I was nght in identifying Stavros with 
Stagira, but anyhow it was a nice quiet place for a philoso- 
pher, and in his lucid intervals, when not energizing upon 
splittmg up the indivisible human mind into mcomprehen- 
sible sections, he might now have enjoyed the contemplation 

“of a British trireme or two putting into the bay with supphes 
and moving out again 

That was in mid-January, and my feet were for a time 
purple with frostbite. But early in February I contrived to 
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Secure a pass upon the little ralway line up to Florina, 
familar to me in ihe wild but calmer days of twelve years 
before 1 Once a day the Gieek tram went rambling over 
the forty miles of Vardar marshes, covering nearly eighty 
miles on its way, for the Jewish contractor who built the 
Inne for the old Turkish Government at so much a kilometre, 
had thought ıt a pity that any traveller should lose the 
opportunity of seemg as much of the marsh as possible 

Tt 1s a dreary region, mhabited by wild duck, wild geese, 
eagles, kites, and crows, symbolic of Balkan races But 
here and there a few unhappy villages were trying to culti- 
vate eatables among the slush and fevers After crossing 
the long Vardar bridge and meandering over more hours of 
marsh, the train suddenly turns north and chmbs by 
spasms up a steep incline till 1t reaches the plateau of 
Vodéna, one of the most beautiful towns For, as at Tivoli, 
great cataracts pour down the faces of its precipitous crags, 
and in the incredible millennium. when the Balkan races 
shall wash themselves mstead of killing each other, Vodena 
may become a popular bath for tourists and valetudinarians 
But at that time no one there was thinking of health The 
Germans on the platform did not ask how I was, but peered 
at me with painful curiosity, and then departed to purchase 
pigs and any copper pans they could find, and I regretted 
that their object was not the wholesome one of cooking the 
pigs in the pans, but of using the copper for rifled bands 
around shells that would make pigs fly, m the forin of nitro- 
glycerine 

Coiling round the northern end of desolate Lake Ostrovo, 
and passing desolate Sorovitch, where once I had started 
for a fine journey over mountains to Castoria, I reached 
Florma, folded between its hills, having accomplished 9 
hundred miles in twelve hours from Salonika There I was 
much interested m the Archbishop, who descanted upon 
the seivices rendered to the Greek language by St Chryso- 
stom and St Gregory, and in the Greek Prefect or Mayor, 

1 “More Changes More Chances," chapter I, 
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who had been educated at Leipzig and was strongly pro- 
German, but almost changed his faith when he discovered 
that I, a mere Enghshman, had heard of Protagoras, whom 
he had, rather strangely, taken as lis master m wisdom 

But I did not come to converse on language or philosophy 

I came to get as near to Monastır as I could since 1$ had been 
occupied by Bulgars at the end of Novembe: If ever one 
race more than another had a right to a town in the Balkans, 
it was the Bulgars who had a right to Monastır But when I 
struggled out through the slush to the utmost frontier 
village and far 1nto the neutral zone towards a white bridgo 
where the first Bulgar post was stationed, the sentries 
appeared ignorant of my sympatlues, for they tramed a 
machme-gun on me, and after enjoying ono last brief glimpse 
of the familiar town, I was obliged to withdraw without 
explanation Whereas the Austrian Consul of Monastir 
drove past me and crossed the frontier unchallenged, as 
he did twice a week, bearing what news of the Allied forces 
and intentions he had gathered on the “neutral” soul 

Behind his carriage a fine lady m black hat and habit 
defiantly rode astride Was ıt all a tragedy or a comic 
opera ? 

The tedium of those many weeks was certainly much 
relieved by association with a finely confused diversity of 
interesting people Many of them I had known before, 
either in person or by repute W Arthur Moore, who had 
long been our secretary on the Balkan Committee, and had 
since then distinguished himself in resisting the Russian 
mvasion of Persian Tabriz, was there with his attractive 
and high-spirited wife At times he served as my censor, 
difficult position for him, but not so difficult as the position 
he had made for myself in his novel upon the Young Turk 
revolution, called ‘‘ The Miracle ” Forin that he described 
, the romantic figure of a war correspondent who, gallantly 
" waving a cane, and shouting the line “ Cras amet qur nun- 
quam amavit, quique amavit cras amet,” dashed to death m 
the thick of the foe — As 16 was openly announced that this 
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strange per on repre ented ma (1f, I heye c irefatls eso 
euch «ituations, dic mine such nore putstion hsrd to die up to 

Sir Edward Bowl, slo prominent og the Dll en Com- 
mittee, was there too, with hee youthful and cdsventuray 
mother, but thes deft fea aut the Serbian mfunge an 
Coruia H sa olsays pl: ont (o vi t8 r tee Xncaetav 
(sister of Mr Archibold Littl: the euthorsts on Chins} im 
her House of Mercy, under the Order of St Vincent de Peal 
Beneath her vact whit) cap poomd ont oe cmoell, weakicd, 
india-tubber face, full of shrewdness ond humour, gently 
consoling to ditte; imn every race, but strongly pro Bulgar 
all the same Ghd to spuk her nitive Englih ogun, hh 
would pour ont to me her confident bel f thit God herd 
inflicted this plague of wat upon the world in pum fiant 
for modern manland’s abomimebh sictednets; ana I 
could only wonder what rombos ain the «fy God held in 
reserve asa pledge that such t deluge of blow b would never 
drown the world again Setor Augi tine dilan the follow- 
Ing summer 

Mrs Harley IT came to hnov at one of a pillont family, 
she being sister to Mis De pud and Lord French She bed 
come to Salona as head of the Scottish Women’s Hospitel, 
and once in January J conducted her with come of her 
women doctors over the mountams to a small village inn 
near Hortiach, where they enjoyed the change from rations 
to Greek dict But the courageous white-haired old lads 
was killed by a stray shrapnol-bullot in Monastir, yust after 
the town had been retaken in the following November Of 
equal courage with hers was Dr Talhas Hamilton, com- 
mandıng a umt of the Wounded Allies Committee, which 
had struggled down from Mitiovitzn round by the Albanian 
mountams and Ochrida to Monastir before it fell to the 
Bulgars, she and her nurses bemg helped on tho way partly 
by men of tho British Naval Mission that had been acting 
on the Danube near Bolgiade, partly by tho fame of Miss 
Edith Durham among the Albanian mountaincers of 
all adventurous women few had enjoyed such adventures as 
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Dr. Hamilton, in India, m South Africa, and especially m 
Afghanistan, where she had been piivate physician to the 
powerful and savage Ameer Abdurrahman m the ’nmeties 
Many strange and cruel tales she would tell me as we sat m 
the Russian Hospital, and I urged her to wiite them down 
that the record of Afghan life mht not be lost But after 
the war she withdrew quietly to her work as Warden an the 
Studley Horticultural College for women in Warwickshire, 
and I suppose the amazing record died with herself 
One day when I was taking mornmg coffee, and marvelling 
at the series of hes called The Ballan News, m Floca’s 
restaurant, I saw a bearded man im naval umform shyly 
enter and advance with the modest self-consciousness of a 
don gomg up Halli at dinner-tame The nervous politeness 
with which he ordered coffee, as though apologising to the 
waiter, not merely for his hunger but for his very existence 
upon earth, told me that he must be a man of exceptional 
culture, and as I looked at him from time to time, I said to 
myself “It is not the uniform that makes the sailor 
John Masefield isn’t much like a jolly Jack Tar to look at, 
but he looks 16 more than you” And then, by some uncon- 
scious association, a vision of the Parthenon rose in my 
mind Yes! of a happy day on the Parthenon twenty years 
before! And of this sailor-man showmg me round and 
explaining all, with an enthusiasm equal to my own, though 
all was new to me and to him famthar! Iwas ight The 
sailor-man was Ernest Gardner, master of the Hellenic 
knowledge that 1s one of the few kinds of ancient knowledge 
worth a hfe’s devotion His knowledge of modern Greek 
also had given him the post of liaison officer and interpreter 
of Greek papers and “neutral” propaganda Why he had 
been rigged out m naval umfoim I could not say, but to me 
he came like a joyful mornmg, and many a fine walk and 
ride we had together, though, to be sure, his riding was the 
only genumely sajlor-hke thing about him, and all the time 


he kept addressing cautionary restramts to his horse with 
the utmost politeness 
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Together we explored some of the large flattish mounds 
near Salonika and out upon the Jake region, where we 
discovered relics of prehistoric and Myccenean hfe In a 
cave or tunnel reaching far into the side of a mound close 
to the hospitals we found various strata of remains, one 
Stratum of ashes showing that the village upon that site had 
been burnt down ages ago But perhaps even more interest- 
mg was our exploration of the high round tumuh which in 
that part of old Thrace generally cover a marble tomb 
built mm the form of a small Greek temple Puiobably, so 
Gardner thought, they marked the burial-place of some 
Thracian chieftain who had reigned here about the time of 
Philp of Macedon, and had employed Athenian sculptors to 
construct his tomb, perhaps with marble from Thasos One 
such mound, a few miles up the Lembat 10ad, along which 
one of our divisions was extended, had been cut open not 
long before, fully exposing the marble temple, which our 
economic soldiers were usmg as a Intchen To another, 
rather further away at the village of Lana, we made entrance 
through a hole in a barn’s floor, down which we were 
dropped with ropes And below, by the aid of matches, we 
discerned a large vaulted tomb of rough stone, which had 
been stuccoed over and perhaps painted red In front was ® 
fagade with good Doric columns, perhaps, thought Gardner, 
open in the man’s lifetime, and then blocked up with great 
square stones hke the rest He dated the work at about the 
third century Bc 

And I came to know another University man of a different 
type Malcolm Burr, Oxford entomologist, Jmguist, and 
road-maker The pecularity of this scholar was that he had 
gathered his knowledge of the Balkans not from history, 
but from msects As a boy he had studied the habits and 
customs of grasshoppers and earwigs, and through this 
devoted investigation pursued in the Balkans, he had 
acquired & remarkable knowledge of Greeks, Bulgarians, 
and other Balkan people He had discovered no less than 
500 undescribed species of earwig in the world, making 
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800 in all: which proves the lavish generosity of Nature, 
for one species might have been enough But m the course 
of this pecuhar research he had also acqmred such intimacy 
with the Balkan peoples that he could discrimmate not 
merely the eatwigs, but Bulgarians, Rumamans, Serbians, 
Greeks, and Turks at sight, and could address them all m 
their own language 

An army cannot move without roads, and from Salomka 
there were only two roads one to Monastir and the other 
to Seres, known as the Lembat road As both were Turkish, 
one’s first endeavour was to get off them and go along the 
fields, and a third road, which I thmk was the ancient 
Egnatian Way to Constantmople, became hopeless after 
passmg Hortiach The Lembat road was for us the most 
important, for 16 had to bear upon its surface big guns, 
ammunition waggons, motor-lorries loaded up with segments 
of sheep and oxen, or with piles of bread, cases of bisewt, 
tea and sugar, bales of blankets, sacks of tents, bags of 
officers’ kit, lrmber-carts stuffed with oats and compressed 
hay, ambulance waggons loaded with sick, motor-cycles 
hurrying with Tntelligence, and motor-cars hurrymg with 
generals The first thing to be done was to bring the medieval 
road up to date That was a sappers’ job, and the sappers, 
being people of unfailmg resource, began collectmg “ native 
labour ” 

There was plenty available Serbs, Albanians, Bulgars, 
Greeks, Armenians—and as the pay was about three times 
the average and included a section of a tent to sleep 1n, and 
a loaf of Enghsh bread, with olives, sugar, and coffee, the 
road was soon filled with variegated and pieturesque mobs, 
who practised a babel of eloquence upon each other, but 
practised nothing else. 

Then, by one of those divine msprrations that save the 
British people even m extremes, someone thought of Captain 
mc who was hanging about ın the Staff offices Obviously 
= is the man to impose order upon any chaotic collection 

pecies, hnman or entomological He set to work, and in 
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a few weeks in place of a buzzing, crawling mob, he had 
created a perfectly organised camp of 3000 lahourers, 
arranged 1n 10ws of six tents apiece, each tent holding fifteen 
specimens, 1f possible of the same genus The main trouble 
was to prevent the labourers secreting spades or shovels and 
takmg them into theu tents at mght to murder members of 
a different race Twice when I was staymg in the camp 
violent riots arose, and one could sce the whole of the 
Balkans exemphfied in httle — Exarehists rushed upon 
Patriarchists, Catholics upon Orthodox, with all the fury 
of an Early Christian Council, and the Moslems breathed 
out slaughter upon all indifferently | Captain Burr’s manage- 
ment of the tumult filled me with admiration He went up 
and down amid the surging murderers, addressing each 
religion in its own tongue, and gradually allaying the 
doctrimal rage for the extirpation of heretics Also he 
threatened to cut off the drachma a day that each man 
received for rations beyond lus pay But 1t required all an 
entomologist’s knowledge of human nature to re-establish & 
bloodless peace 

The improvement of the roads around Salomka was 
costing the British taxpayer about £500 a day, but as the 
roads might last for a few years even in the Balkans the 
money was not grudged so much as the £200 a day which 1 
was estimated the mgemous Greeks stole from our supplies 
as they arrived The Navy, for mstance, msisted on landmg 
700 good horses one rainy night These were sent wandering 
from camp to camp, and in the mornmg 120 were missing; of 
which 60 never returned, but for many a long year served 
in the peaceful labour of ploughing the Hellenic fields 
Many Greeks objected to our presence upon their neutral 
territory, but after all 1t bestowed considerable compensa- 
tions To mention just one more it was a great advantage 
to many poor Greeks to be able to purchase at one drachma 
(nmepence) apiece the leathern jackets supplied to ouf 
men at a price of £1 or 30s by the British taxpayer 

But certamly the most remarkable man I met im Salonika 
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was Brigadier-General Pmhp Howell, Chief of Staff to Sir 
Bryan Mahon I had known him slightly when he was in 
command of the 4th Hussars, 1n Ireland, and was aware of 
his mtimate knowledge of Balkan affairs, which, I suppose, 
was the reason of his appomtment to Salomka , for none of 
the other Staff officers knew much He often mvited me to 
walk with him along the front lines of our defensive position, 
especially with a view to lus planning shorter routes for 
supplies to our eastern stations towards Orfano With this 
object we once climbed the high mountains above Hortiach , 
I am sure in “record” time, for he was the most rapid 
walker I have ever known, except perhaps Leslie Stephen, 
and along a level I had to trot by lus side Tn mind as in 
body he was a man of extraordinary activity, always on the 
alert, occupied m fresh plans for carrying the war to a 
victorious conclusion, keenly critical of official ignorance or 
torpor, and pitiless in condemnation of waste His position 
as Chief of Staff m the British contmgent mevitably 
brought him mto conflict with much that the French Staff 
approved, and, though he at first regarded Sarra as à 
fairly able soldier, he, like hus own General, was frequently 
perplexed at his personal and political ambition, lus 
impatience, uncertainty, and wildly contradictory decisions 
These he would freely criticise, as was bas duty, and very 
hkely hi criticisms were even more frank than duty 
demanded For he acted on the principle that discretion 
is generally another name for cowardice, and, as he said, 
“am a world-war one’s owu career must take 1ts chance ” 
“Think hghtly of earthly place and honour," says our 
Collect for St George’s Day, and of such things he thought 
hghtly 

Like everyone else who knew anything of the Balkans or 
the elements of strategy, he had perceived the extreme 
danger of the Bulgarian threat to enter the war against us 
in the autumn of 1915 Everyone ın the Dardanelles had 
watched that danger approachmg with ever-increasing 


anxiety, and Howell recognised 1t even in the midst of the 
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conflict m France, where he then was Accordingly he 
wrote a memorandum on the necessity of holdmg Bulgaria 
to our side, or even of mduemg her to change her policy 
before ıt was too lato, and he sent the document privately 
to a few influential friends, hoping that something might 
still be done to avert the catastrophe What influential 
friend betrayed this private paper, I am uncertain, but 
somehow 1t came into the hands of Miss Christabol Pankhurst 
(of all people ın tho world !) who published 1t in a weekly 
paper called Britannia, which she was then editing as wat 
propaganda. Thereupon some of her wilder followers raised 
a crazy outery against Howoll, and, as a final touch of 
absurdity, they appealed to the evidence of a spiritualistic 
medium, who called up the ghost of a Dr Coulter, dead à 
century before This ghost extolled General Howell in the 
highest terms, saying that ho was just the right man in the 
right place But, unfortunately, Dr Coulter had changed 
since his death mto a malignant spirit, working by con- 
traries against the British cause, and craftily praising 
where most blame was due ! 

It 15 no doubt incredible that any sane person should 
notice such imbecile trash, but a week or two later the 
Britanma further explored 1ts mare’s nest by publishing 
under Howell’s name a document wiitten by somebody of 
no consequence, but having a shght and amateur acquaint- 
ance with Balkan affairs The sworn enemies of Bulgaria, 
always inflamed with Balkan amimosities, thereupon 
reprinted this palpable forgery, and circulated 1b to Members 
of Parhament and other people ın authority, on the pretence 
that Howell was urging us to betray Serbians and Greeks 
A Court of Enqwry held upon the subject absolutely 
acquitted him of any knowledge of the document, OT 
participation m 1b 

But none the less, the Army Council recalled Howell 
from his position as Chief of Staff in the early summer of 
1916, and he was sent to France on the Staff of General 
Sir Claud Jacob (IInd Corps), who wiote of him as “ the 
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best Staff Officer I have ever met, one m ten thousand." 
Meanwhile Howell had issued a writ for bel against the two 
chief promulgators of the forgery, but they were spared their 
natural penalty by his death in action m. November of that 
year I mention the case as another instance of the insane 
creduhty that affects excitable people in war-time , also of 
the bhndmg hatred that Balkan sympathies may mspire 
Even if confirmed by mahgnant ghosts, the forgery was so 
flagrantly false that rts chief supporter abandoned 16 Even 
if peace with Bulgaria would have shortened the war by two 
years, any terms of peace that might have been to Bulgaria’s 
advantage would have had to overcome the opposition of 
her enemies Yet under such influences our country was 
deprived of an invaluable servant 

Early m March I was ordered home, touching at Egypt on 
the way After the usual risky voyage through the Greek 
islands, keeping on the surface we made Port Said, and I 
journeyed straight to Suez, where I found Miss Edith Durham, 
the '" Krahtza" of Albanis, working with the Y MCA 
a strange alhance From Port Tewfik I crossed to the 
Quarantine Station, and rode to a point where a Patiala 
section of the Indian Tmperial Seivice Corps was dragging 
out a monotonous existence, the wietched men complaining 
that for eighteen months they had done nothing but dig 
trenches up and down the Canal, and the trenches were filled 
up with sand as soon as dug Thence I rode on to a strong 
outpost the Gurkhas had constructed on the Oyun Moussa 
(Moses’ Well), where water bubbles up from the very top of 
two low hills (about forty feet high) and forms pools on the 
summit Like all miracles, it 1s difficult to explam In the 
desert beyond I found a still stronger outpost, and next day 
I went some distance up the Canal to Shaluffah, Head- 
quarters of my old Dardanelles friends, the 42nd Division 
Radmg out some miles into the desert I came to “ Manchester- 
on-Sands," where lengths of trenches, dug within the last 
three weeks by those Lancashire men, were now filled with 
sand to the brim, and a biack sand-storm was tormenting 
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the prtmen, millhands, and clerks in their outposts of 
“Oldham,” ‘‘ Wigan,” ‘“ Accrington,” and other fond 
memorials of tows 1n which only the offspring of such places 
can find cause for affection Equally fortunate, however, 
with the beneficiaries of miracle, they received water for 
drinking, though not for washing, through pipes run under 
the Canal from the ‘‘ Sweet Water Canal” in Egypt 

Soon afterwards I went up to the Correspondents’ Camp 
among the palm groves of Ismailia, where I found Bean, 
Ross, and Lawience, and with them Wiliam Massey, whom I 
had known asared-hot supporter of Ulsterin the ‘‘ Covenant” 
days Now I saw hım firmly attached to the Egyptian 
campaign, patiently waiting in the vague hope that some- 
thing might some day happen And if ever patience was 
rewarded i$ was his For two years later he was able, I 
thmk alone of correspondents, to accompany Allenby on 
the victorious advance to Jerusalem and the actual Arma- 
geddon, as his excellent books upon tho whole campaign 
have since testified There, too, I had the enjoyment of 
meeting Aubrey Herbert again, and he told me of a scheme 
he had laid before Sir Edward Grey for sending Miss Durham, 
me, and himself through Albania to report, with a view to 
securing the country’s independence under the protection of 
Italy a remarkable anticipation of what in 1927 we saw 
actually happening, though at the timo the scheme faded 
away 

I called at General Headquarters in an empty monastery 
on the bank of the Canal, and was received by Sir Archibald 
Murray, then commandmg the “ Canal Sphere,” while Sir 
John Maxwell commanded in Egypt a pecular separation 
of duties, and yet one that perhaps should have been 
contimued , for the removal of Sir Archibald’s Headquarters 
to Cairo appears to have profited httle He had been one 
of my Censors durmg the Ladysmith siege, and so received 
me graciously “ for old times’ sake,”’ as he said, and explamed 
at length his present scheme of defences by advancing short 
railways to pomts out in the desert, flooding the northern 
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part except for the roads, and moving a large force forward 
by railway m the north to hold the well-watered villages 
where the Turks might concentrate 80,000 men as’a base for 
attack Thus he would leave the desert beyond as our real 
defence mstead of makmg the vulnerable Canal its own 
defence, as had hitherto been done He also spoke freely on 
the Salonika campaign, admittmg the possible service of 
detammg some of the Germans there away from the front 
in France, but strongly criticismg Sarrail’s wild idea of 
fightmg his way up through the mountams to the Danube 
Perhaps General Murray was too reserved, too quiet, and 
“ gentlemanly ” for the task then laid upon him 1 cannot 
say But I was deeply grieved when, just a year after my 
visit un Ismailia, his forces failed twice at Gaza, and he was 
superseded by Allenby It 1s not enough remembered that 
16 was Murray who laid the plan of advance, and constructed 
the railway from El Cantara to the frontiers of Palestine 
that hne of * The Milk-and-Honey Express " which was the 
ultimate instrument of victory Yet he failed of victory 
just when 16 seemed m his hands 

On one of the occasions when I crossed the Canal, I remem- 
ber leaving my party, and m sheer perversity or love of 
loneliness, riding far out mto the desert alone It was one 
of those ghastly days m Egypt on which a south-west wnd 
blows a wet mist over earth and sky, blotting out the sun, 
though not the heat, and when I thought i6 time to turn 
back, I perceived that I had lost my way among the low 
and stony hills of the desert that show no tracks and are all 
alike I reahsed then, as I was to realise agai upon the 
Syrian desert ten years later, how horrible would be the fate 
of a man bewildered in that barren space Happily, both the 
horse and myself possessed a wild ammas unfailing sense 
of direction, and both were rejoiced at last to find the 
camp, safely hidden away in a trough of the waving hills 

Our position m Egypt was not ab that tıme so secure as 
* many imagmed, for the Turco-German force was now 
augmented by our evacuation of the Dardanelles, and was 
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commanded by that fine officer, Colonel Kress von Krcesen- 
stein, who was to defeat us next year at Gaza Lake others, 
I hardly realised the danger, but, as at other times upon 
a threatened front in war, J apprecinted the remark of an 
officer’s servant at Ismailia. “It often tickles my faney to 
wonder what we should do with the baggage if we had to 
retreat” And, for myself, I had to retreat, baggage and 
all, as best I could For my sojourn in Egypt brought me 
the worst disaster but one that can befall a correspondent 
“A dead correspondent," old Baron Reuter used to say, 
‘is ihe worst eoriespondent " But a sick correspondent 
who can hardly move 1s almost as bad as dead, and whether 
from that wet and misty wind (called the Khamsin, I 
think), or from digging a bed into the sand that I expected 
to be waim and diy, but found to be wet and smelling Ihe a 
village tomb, I was suddenly afflicted with the unendurable 
pain of neuitis, scintica, or some plague of that kind, 
reducing mo to tho usclessness of a corpse, with anguish 
added 

For some days I eiawled about Cairo, secking doctors, 
and even wont out to sec the Sphinx, which, hke most 
Egyptian art, seemed to me a Indcous and unfruitful monu- 
mont of cternal death, its mysterious attraction bemg 
supplied only by romantic toutists, passionately resolved to 
imagine 1t there But I admit that bodily pain does not 
conduce to the detection of beauty, and my only course was 
to allow myself to be hoisted nto a steamer, like a sack of 
chilled meat, and returned to London Upon the voyage I 
resolved, in sick discouragement, never to accopt work 
abroad again for war or peaco I was nearing sixty, and had 
long before fixed sixty as tho decont lmt for that kind of 
labour. I had seen Charhe Whilhams, Bennet Burleigh, 
Harry Pearse, and others fail above that age and lose their 
powers, if not their reputation My resolution was definite 
and fin But happily for mysolf, I have often broken 1t 
81nco 
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“ Red Rose, proud Rose, sad Rose of all my days { 
Come near me while I sing the ancrent ways” 
* To the Rose upon the Rood of Time ” 
Wrrmam Buiter YEATS 


and Egypt, I had to endure nearly two years of 
mere illness, intensified at mtervals by long periods 
of extreme pam It1s useless to record physical misery, but 
‘I may say something about the mental misery that was 
almost immediately added For while I was hvimg for 
a few days m what was then an almost unknown village 
among the Chiltern hills, I suddenly received the news of 
Easter Week m Dublin (1916), and the arrest of my friend 
Roger Casement on the coast of Kerry, not far from Tralee 
Unable to go to Ireland myself, I could only learn from the 
papers how the Rising was suppressed, and many of my Irish 
friends were executed, not at once in the hot blood of 
vengeance, but in batches mornmg after morning, the lists 
bemg served up to the Enghsh breakfast-tables with the 
bacon, eggs, and marmalade 
As John Dillon, already m those days a veteran, and 
certainly no supporter of the Rismg, wrote in a letter at the 
time, mealculable mischief was done by those Dublin 
executions, in that “ they poisoned the minds of the Insh 
people against the Government of England "! No doubt, 
that wise old patriot was right, though I should have thought! 
no extra poison was needed, and throughout those days my 


N FTER my return from the Dardanelles, Salomka, 
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most intimate enemies at home kept pourmg in upon me the 
savage hope that all my frends would not only be shot or 
hanged but drawu and quartered one by one Among the 
friends who escaped with hfe, though sentenced to death, 
were John MacNeill, the well-known Irish scholar, and the 
Countess Markievicz, sister of that true religious poet, Eva 
Gore-Booth A distinguished and secluded scholar 1s 
seldom a practical statesman, but John MacNeill had enough 
practical sense to perceive that, without foreign aid, such as 
former Irish patriots had hoped for from France, a rising 
m Dublin would be a military failure, and as leader of the 
Irish Volunteers he countermanded the proposed action on 
Easter Sunday The Countess,” who by her personal 
courage and organising power had for many years endeared 
herself to the workmmg classes and poverty-stricken people 
of Dublin, was a rebel born for action, and m after years she 
showed me with pride the spot on St, Stephen's Green where 
she had dug trenches during the Rismg Why she had 
chosen that useless and indefensible position I did not 
discover, but 1t was mevitable that a Court-martial should 
condemn her to death, and only the special appeal of Mr 
Asquith, who, I believe, went over on purpose to Dublin, 
saved her from the martial fate in which I have no doubt 
she would have gloried So that vehement and generous 
spirit survived the Rising by eleven years till the summer 
of 1927 

Of those who were executed m succession, I knew Thomas 
MacDonagh as a scholar of English literature and especially 
of English verse , and Patrick Pearse, the finest idealist and 
most poetic dreamer among them, I had met at hus Irish 
school of St Enda’s m Rathfarnham a model school, I 
am sure, but far from lucrative I have no definite remem- 
brance of having met Thomas Clarke, the rugged old patriot, 
who had spent many years m Enghsh prisons, or John 
MacBride, once the husband of the beautiful Maud Gonne,? 
and once fighting against us on the side of the Boers, oF 

I See “ Changes and Chances,” pp 209-211 
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Sean MacDermott, or Joseph Plunkett, who was married 
m the condemned cell But James Connolly was my friend, 
and T had known the honour of speakmg upon the same 
platform with him more than once Him I admired more 
than the other fourteen, and he was mdeed a wise and 
remarkable man Perhaps owing to his upbringing m 
Ulster, Edmburgh, and England, or to his seven years 
residence m America, he possessed a broader and more 
definite view of hfe than was common among the Irish 
patriots I may repeat what I wiote m the preface to an 
excellent Life of Connolly by Desmond Ryan : 


* Connolly was as good an Irish patriot as could be found, 
but his patriotism took a foim at that time uncommon. 
He knew the crimes of English government, but he was not 
perpetually mumbling and grumbling over them He knew 
the story of Ireland’s wiongs, but he would not harp upon 
them for ever If patriotism meant merely the assertion of 
nationality, he would have agreed with Nurse Cavell, who, 
at her execution, said that patriotism was not enough. 
Much of Ireland’s misery was due to England's imperialism , 
much was inherited from English atrocities in the past But 
there were causes of misery which affected not Ireland alone, 
but England as much affected mdeed the whole world "! 


On the platform, Connolly was never windy, cloudy, or 
doctrinaire He never lost himself, or lost time ım those 
abstract discussions that weary the soul at most Socialist 
meetings Whether he was speakmg on the wiongs of the 
working people, the wrongs of women (a favourite subject 
with him), or the wiongs of Ireland, sentence after sentence 
came out clear and sharp, always strikmg immediate pomts 
1 the actual daily life of the people Perhaps age and age- 
long boredom have rather exaggerated my horror of the 
doctrmaire , but, at all events, when Connolly got up, I 
knew there would be no eloquent generalities, no sandy 
deserts of abstraction Wit he certainly had, and I hked 


? “James Connolly hus Life Work and Writings, 


" by Desmond Ryan 
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his comparison of the Imsh~American politicians to 
descendants of the serpents banished from Ireland by 
St Patmck And he had imagination, as was proved by his 
close friendship with “ Ai”’ (George Russell) But imagina- 
tion never tempted lum mto sentiment, or wit ito the 
buffoonery that crowds enjoy 
This hatied of theory and talk drove him to take the lead 
in the Rising of Easter Weck, but he had no illusions about 
the result He never thought for 1 moment that some 700 
Insh Volunteers and Citizen-Aimy men would prevail 
against the regular Auiny and Navy of England “We are 
marching out to be slaughtered,” he said to William O'Brien, 
the Labour leader, as he parted from him on the steps of 
Iiberty Hall ‘Personally I have no fears or regrets, I 
have had a full life, and wouldn’t ask for a better end to it” 
So, with a grim and taciturn joy, he cared on the hopeless 
battle from day to day, until, twice wounded, he fell into 
Enghsh hands. Decent and eivilsed people no longer kill 
the wounded , they no longer shoot their prisoners But 
towards Connolly no decency or civilised treatment was 
showu He was nursed till he was well enough for killing, 
though one-of hus wounds was gangrened ‘Then, on May 
12th, he was hfted from a stretcher mto a chan, bis hands 
bound behind hım, his head fallmg on one side through 
weakness, and they shot him at dawu 1n Kilmamham Jai 
What high service he might have rendered to lus country 
and to mine if he had but lived, I can only conjecture 
Before the war, Connolly had regarded armed rings for 
merely national a1ms as out of date, and had hoped that the 
change m Ireland would be effected “im accord with the 
principles which underlie and inspire the modern movement 
of Labour": But at the outbreak of the war he beheved 
another of “ Ireland’s opportunities " had come, and lus 
indignation was kmdled by Mr John Redmond’s acquiescence 
in England’s policy, and his active support of recrmtmg ™ 
Treland—that “one bnght spot" in the darkness, as Sir 


1 Connolly’s ‘ Labour in Ireland,” p 210 
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Edward Grey fondly called it Humanitarian though he 
had always been, he proclaimed the call for action. Sick 
of mere words and rhetoric, as active minds are always sick, 
he opposed even the very men who were afterwards to share 
his fate, but who for, the moment hesitated, knowimg, as ho 
himself knew, the certamty of fmlure It was said they 
even thought of ladnappmg him out of the way to keep him 
still: But he beheved that much may be gamed even by a 
failure in anms 


** We believe that in times of peace we should work along 
the Imes of peace to strengthen the nation,” he wrote three 
months before the Rismg, “ and we bebeve that whatever 
strengthens and elevates the workmg class strengthens the 
nation But we also believe that im times of war we should 
act asin war We shall contmue to teach that ‘ the far-flung 
battle hne’ of England 1s weakest at the pomt nearest its 
heart, that Ireland 1s m that position of tactical advantage, 
that a defeat of England m India, Egypt, the Balkans, or 
Flanders would not be so dangerous to the British Empire as 
a conflict of armed forces i Ireland, that the tıme for 


a battle 1s Now the place for Ireland’s battle 18 
ere” 


Far different in method and temperament was another 
victim of the Rismg Francis Sheehy Skeffington was, I 
suppose, the only genuine pacifist m Ireland I once des- 
oribed him as “ fearless, true-hearted, gomg alone hke the 
cat, his hand agaist every man, sharply contradictory, an 
unflinchmg champion of women, a violent pacifist, unpopular, 
and universally beloved "? That description 1s hterally 
true In dress, n manner, m opmion, m advocacy of Woman 
Suffrage, and above all m pacıfism, he seemed to court 
unpopularity Yet I never met anyone, man or woman 
by whom he was not beloved I suppose 16 was his mmor- 
able smcerıty and unselfishness that gained him invariable 


1 « James Connolly,” by Desmond Ryan, p 124 
* Connolly's Workers’ Repubhe, Ji anuary, 1916 
? Seo “ Changes ond Chances,” p 207 


92 IRISH PATRIOTS 


affection Everyone might have foreseen that when the 
Rising began he would go about, hke Falkland, ‘“ ingermnat- 
ing peace,” and in the very thick of the conflict he m- 
geminated ıt 

But in the midst of such vain appeals he was seized by the 
Enghsh and imprisoned in Porto Bello barracks There 
he was murdered one morning by the order of an English 
officer, who sought to expiate the atrocious crime by praying 
over his victim just before the sentence was cairied out 
Ultimately that officer was tried and condemned for murder, 
but reprieved on the ground of imsamty Whether his 
reputed madness was religious or homicidal, I never heard 
for certam I only know that Skeffington’s widow, together 
with their ttle son, was shamefully attacked in her own 
house by Enghsh soldiers, and has remained the mmplac- 
able enemy of our country Indeed her treatment was not 
calculated to placate Yet she was sister by marriage to 
Tom Kettle, one of the most constructive as well as the most 
eloquent of the Irish leaders of the time, and he had died m 
France fighting side by side with the Enghsh troops “for 
the rights of small nationalities,’ as the deceptive phrase 
coined by our political comers then ran 

Roger Casement, with whom I had been more closely 
acquainted than with Connolly or Skeffington, was an 
Irishman of a type different from erther He was a man of 
very handsome appearance and attractive personality— 
tall and powerfully bmlt, with deep black hair and beard, 
very remarkable blue-grey eyes, and the gentle and persuasive 
voice commoner among the Irish people than with us In 
manner he was very quiet and dignified , mdeed, his courtesy 
and politeness to all around him sometimes seemed a little 
excessive to a sharp and impatient Enghshman like me 
They expressed a very emotional and over-sensitive nature, 
only kept in iestramt by long and cruel experience of 
human abommation Born of a “ Protestant” father and 
a Catholic mother in the county of Dublin, he was fifty-one 
at the time of the Rising, and had behind him a record of 
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noble service to mankind im some of the n B 
regions of the world He had known the e 
Rivers, had been Consul in the Portuguese African eo onics, 
both on the east and west, and again on the Belgian and 
French Congo After his experience as Consul at Boma he 
drew up the Report on the Admmistration of the In- 
dependent State of the Congo (published as a White Paper , 
February, 1904), which first fully exposed the atrocities of 
the Concessionaires 1n the collection of rubber by natives 
under cruel compulsion Owmg to his personal knowledge 
he was able to confirm my own report of the slave system 
of Portuguese Angola and the islands of San Thomé and 
Principe when I returned m 1905, and ho was the first 
eye-witness to recognise 1ts truth, though his official position 
prevented me from using his evidence ? 

After serving at two places im South America (Santos and 
Para), he was appomted Consul-General at Rio Janeiro,,in 
1908, and for the year 1910 was sent by Sir Edward Grey, 
then Foreign Secretary, to mvestigate the horrible conditions 
of rubber collection upon the Putumayo, as narrated in 
“The Devil’s Paradise,” by two American travellers, 
W E Hardenberg and W B Perkins,in 1909 Truth and 
other London papers had pressed earnestly for enqwry, and, 
as the Peruvian Amazon Company, whose agents wero 
chiefly charged, was registered with head offices in London, 
though the Putumayo runs m Peruvian territory, British 
action became possible, especially smce neatly fifty British 
subjects from Barbados had been recrmted as labourers 
there. The London Company had, probably m ignorance 
and merely for the sake of dividends, taken over the specula- 
tion from Juho Cesar Arana and hus partner Hermanos, 
inhabitants of Iquitos on the Amazon, and 16 must be said 
to the Company’s credit that later on the Directors sent 


out a commission of enquiry, upon the report of which some 
of the shareholders demanded a compulsory winding-up of 
the busmess In March, 1913, 16 was wound up by order of 
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the High Court of Justice in accordance with tho judgment 
of Mr. Justice Swinfen Eady 
Roger Casement’s own Report upon the methods of rubber 
collection in the Putumayo region 1s the most appalling 
revelation of human abomination known to me, though I 
have witnessed much abomunation myself, and have read 
the records of the Congo Reform Assocation, of which Lord 
Cromer was charman If anyone still doubts the doctrine 
of origmal sin, or believes mankind to have been created only 
a ttle lower than the angels, let him study the Blue Book 
containing Casement’s own summary, and the detailed 
evidence of the witnesses ! The floggings of men and women 
immovably bound in extended stocks, the floggings of 
mothers before their children's eyes 1n order to induce the 
children to collect more rubber, the hangings mterrupted 
just before death, the amputation of aims and legs as 
torture, the crucifixions head-downwards, the flogging of 
girls to death, the burnmgs alive with kerosene—but I 
need not continue the list of actions prompted partly indeed 
by greed of money and dividends, but chiefly by that mstinct 
of sensual cruelty so deep-seated m mankind so far more 
powerful m man than in any other animal or msect yet 
discovered John Morley was fond of quoting the grand 
t sentence of Bacon “The nobler a soul ıs, the more objects 
' of compassion 1b hath," and even had it mscribed on his 
mantelpiece But there are not many who even start upon 
that course to nobleness 
In consequence of the Casement Report, an enquiry was 
instituted before a Select Committee of the House of 
Commons, under the Chaumanship of Mr Charles Roberts, 
at that time MP for Lincoln, an investigator of undisputed 
acumen and integrity The Report of that Select Com- 
mittee? included paragraphs afterwards sent out as ® 
“Circular Despatch to His Majesty’s Consular Officers 
i Miscellaneous, No 8 Presented to both Houses of Parhament, 


July, 1912 
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respecting the Employment of Native Labour”! From 
these paragraphs I may quote a few lines 


The committee are of opmion that the existing provisions 
of the law might be somewhat extended so as to cover the 
gravest offences agamst the person and any practices of 
forced labour which are akin to slavery. Jf British subjects 
made themselves parties by overt act to offences of theso 
kinds in foreign countries, they should be triable in British 
courts of law 

“Both Sr Harry Johnston and Mr E D Morel, the 
secretary of the Congo Reform Association, 1n their evidence 
agreod that 16 was the reports of the British consular service, 
backed by publie oprmon, whieh were the true Jevers of 
reform in the Congo In connection with the Putumayo, 
however, prior to the year 1909, there was less evidence of 
diplomatie and consular activity " 


I have dwelt upon Casement’s services to mankind, and 
upon the official British recognition of them for two reasons. 
First, after lus arrest, certain people tried to make hight of 
his evidence as to the atrocities of rubber collectors on tho 
Congo and the Putumayo, even denying the truth of his 
reports That, of course, was to be expected from tho largo 
number of shareholders who had looked for their dividends 
to the methods that Casement exposed But rehgious 
animosity was also dragged in, and I should have been moro 
surprised at that if a simular suspicion had not been raised 
against  D Morel for his caposure of the Congo atrocities, 
and against myself for my exposure of the Portuguese slavery 
in Angola and the cocoa islands in the Gulf of Guinea It 
was said that all of us three had attacked the ‘ Cathohe ” 
States of Belgium, Portugal, and Peru, just because we were 
“ Protestants ” acting on behalf of a “ Protestant ” country 
Tam quite sure that not one of us had the smallest thought 

‘of religious differences one way or other, but the ludicrous 
charge was made, and if 1t imphes that the subjects or rulers 
of “ Catholic ” States are incapable of cruelty, much history 
Will have to be rewzitten 
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Secondly, some people charged Cacement with treachcrous 
ingratitude for turning against the State that had honoured 
and rewarded him for bis servire toat | But Cesement’s 
kmghthood was bestowed upon him in recognition of publie 
work honourably done — Jf all titles were be stowed for public 
service similarly fine, T suppose there would not be so many 
peers in the House of Lords He was naturally glad of the 
recognition, and he expressed his gratitude and appreciation 
of 1t in a letter to Sir Edvard Grey (June 19th 191) 
Personally I think it a mistake to accept any honour or 
title for any service, and J have my-rlf acted upon thet 
private rule But so far as I hnow this opimon ts shared 
only by the Quakers, and if one consents to receive an 
“honour ” at all, I do not sec how one could acknowledge 
the gift in better words than one may read in Casement’s 
formal letter? As to the pension, that again 15 the natural 
reward always conferred upon a Civil Servant after long end 
honourable servico, and he had as much right to enjoy i a5 
any other insured person has to enjoy an annuity to which 
he has long contibuted by work or payment in advance 
He drew it for one year and a month, and did not apply for 
it after September, 1914 

In support of my contentions on these points, I may quote 
a letter written by George Bernard Shaw, demanding that 
Casement should bo reprieved as Botha had reprieved De 
Wot after similar rebellion, or at worst should be treated as 
a prisoner of war 


“Public oprmon,” Bernard Shaw wrote, “seems to be 
influenced to some extent by the notion that because Case- 
ment received monocy for hus work from the British Empe 
and earned 1t with such distinction that he bocamo persona y 
famous and was kmghted for 1t, and expressed himself as 
gentlemen do on such occasions, he 1s in the odious position 
of having bitten the hand that fed him To tho people 
who take this view I put my own case Ihave been employe 
as a playwright, by Germany for many yeais, and by the 


1 This lotter 15 printed in. '' The Trial of Rogor Casement,” edited by 
G H Knott (Notable Trial Series), p 297 
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Austrian Empero: m the great theatre m Vienna which 18 
part of his household. I have received thousands of pounds 
for my services . AmIto understand that 16 15 therefore 
my duty to fight for Germany and Austria, and that, m 
taking advantage of the mternational reputation which I 
unquestionably owe to Germany more than to any other 
country to make the first statement of the case against her 
which could have convinced anybody outside England, I 
was biting the hand of the venerable Franz Josef, whose 
bread I had eaten? I cannot admit 11 for a moment i 
hope I have not been ungrateful I have refused to join in 
the popular game of throwmg mud at the Germans, and I 
have said nothing against them that I did not say when 
many of our most ardent patriots were lighting illnminations 
and raismg tmumphal arches to welcome the Kaiser imn 
London But to Germany’s attack on Fiance I remain a 
conscientious objector, and I must take my side accordingly. 
Clearly, Caserhent may claim precisely the same right to 
take his side accordmg to his convictions, all the more 


‘because his former services prove that he does so without 
malice "'1 


Tn the same letter Bernard Shaw mtroduced a point 


which was pamfully obvious to all fair-mmded people at 
the time ; 


“ There are several traitors m the public eye at present. 
At the head of them stands Christian De Wet If Do Wet 
18 spared and Casement hanged, the unavoidable conclusion 
will be that Casement will be hanged, not because he 1g a 
traitor, but because heisanImshman We have also a gioup 
of unconvieted, and indeed unprosecuted, traitors, whose 
action helped very powerfully to convince Germany that 
she might attack Trance without meurrng our active 
hostihty As all these gentlemen belong to the same 
political party, ther impunity, 1f Casement bo executed, 
will lead to the stall closer conclusion that his real offence 
1s not merely that of bemg an Imshman but of being a 
nationalist Irishman I see no way of getting round this ’’ 


There was no way of getting round ıt Casement was 
hanged as bemg a nationalist Irishman, and that was a 


! Letter to the Manchester Guardian, July 22, 1916 
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charge he never would have demed He had long been per- 
vaded and possessed by his conception of an ideal Ireland 
I recognised that spiritual possession even at my first 
meeting, eleven yeais before his execution Unusually 
sensitive to every form of beauty, he was bewitched by the 
beauty of ns own country, which 15 indeed the most beauti- 
ful country I have known Unusually compassionate of 
all who suffer cruelty and wong, he was consumed with 
compassionate indignation at his own country’s history and 
condition Every distinctive Insh quahty was his, and only 
among his own people, especially among the poverty- 
stricken fishermen and cotters of the west, did he feel himself 
at home To him the passion of the Dark Rosaleen was not 
& Tomantic mockery but an mspirmg enchantment, emanat- 
ing from an ever-present Bemg, almost visible, almost 
incarnate When upon the death of my former friend, old 
John O'Leary, m September, 1913, Wilham Yeats sang in 
his sweet and melancholy way 


** Romantic Ireland's dead and gone, 
It's with O’Leary im the grave,” 


I said to myself, ‘It 1s not for an Englishman like me to 
speak of Ireland, but Roger Casement still remains alive ”’ 

Unfortunately for himself, Casement returned to Ireland 
and subsequently retired from the Consular Service just 
when the spirit of rebellion was being actively fomented m 
Ulster by Sir Edward Carson (smce promoted to the peerage 
as Lord Carson) and Mr F. E Smith (since promoted to the 
peerage as Lord Birkenhead) Every preparation for violent 
rebellion had been made or was makmg The Covenant 
had been signed in Belfast , the two leaders just mentioned 
had reviewed a mihtary procession at Portadown, the 
Ulster Volunteers were formed, and were openly drillmg , 
cargoes of arms had been recerved from Germany , resolu- 
tions to welcome the Kaiser rather than Home Rule were 
freely and publicly eapressed4 Casement was full of 


2 See “ More Changes More Chances,” pp 372-376, 400-405 
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contempt for “‘ Carson’s circus,” as he called 1t to me, but 
these examples of rebellion worked upon hs mmd_ At the 
time of the Putnmayo enquiry 1n the House of Commons he 
seemed to me failing in health The doctors suspected the 
beginning of a spinal disease, and when he set out to visit 
his brother m South Africa, I hardly eapected to see him 
agam The Karroo restored his health to some extent, 
again unfortunately for himself, and he threw himself into 
the organisation of the Irish Volunteers, whether with the 
object of defending southern Ireland against the Ulster 
rebels, or, by a wilder scheme, of umting with them 1n 2 joint 
defiance of England, I am not sure. But it was m the hope 
of raismg money for the Irish Volunteers that he went to 
America early m 1914 

Tn October of the same year, some weeks after the outbreak 
of war, he sailed for Norway, and at Christiania, he was 
firmly convinced that the British Mimster attempted to 
bribe his servant, Adler Christensen, to betray him into the 
power of the British authorities Though the bribe was 
stated to amonnt to £5000 and entire immunity, Christensen, 
he alleged, refused it and laid the whole matter before his 
master, who wiote a strong protest to Sir Edward Grey 
against this breach of what he believed to be mternational 
law I cannot say whether he was mght or not m this 
interpretation It was an old custom to “ put a price on an 
enemy's head," and very hkely 15 survives m English law 
I may notice im passing that Casement had not at that time 
even touched an enemy soil, or done anything that could 
involve a charge of treason But im war-time mternational 
law goes for nothung, and 16 may have been no breach of 16 ' 
for a nation hke ours to attempt the murder or kidnapping 
of a subject upon the territory of a neutral country Yet 
I remember the storm aroused when Siu Yat Sen was 


2 An alleged photograph purporting to be & facsimile reproduction of 
the British Legation’s offer to Adler Christensen, together with & translation 
of Casement’s letter to Sur Edward Grey (February 1, 1915), may be seen 
in “Ser Roger Casement, Gesammelte Schriften” (published by Hubers of 
Dessen, 1917) 
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lidnapped by the Chinese Embassy in London, and Lord 
Salisbury msisted upon his release 

But we need not now discuss an abstract question of mter- 
nationallaw Casement contrived to cross to Germany, where 
he hoped to organise an Irish Brigade, such as was foimed 
to fight for France after the expulsion of James II from 
Ireland , and such as was again formed to fight for the Boers 
in the South African War By these methods he hoped, 
rather vaguely, as I think, either to strike a blow, however 
feeble, at the country which he regarded as the secular 
oppressor of lus own, or, 1f the Ge:mans were successful in 
the war, to gain for Ircland favourable terms, favourable 
treatment, or even complete independence Very few among 
the Insh prisoners in the German camps_ only about fifty— 
were induced to jom the Brigade, though the mducements 
were strong, and even if the Germans had obtained com- 
mand of the sea (which was at that time just possible) and 
had established a base im Ireland for further attack upon 
the British coasts, 16 seems to me doubtful whether they 
would have gianted Ireland any especially favourable 
position, or could long have insisted upon independence 
against the will of the English people, who certainly would 
not have been conciliated by the Irish acceptance of the 
enemy Casement would have echoed James Comnnolly’s 
cry, “ Neither for Kimg nor for Kaise1, but for Ireland!” 
But the price of Ireland’s release from the Enghsh King 
would almost certainly have been a large and permanent 
German garrison in Dublin, piotected by a large and perman- 
ent German fleet in the main Irish haibours, and in spite 
of all their promised welcome to the Kaiser, I doubt 1f even 

the rebels of Ulster would have acquiesced in that 
For Casement himself, the long months of his residence m 
‘ Germany were a period of extreme distress and dubitation 
As was natural, he found himself distrusted onallsides The 
idea of an Irish Brigade was a failure The Germans regarded 
him with suspicion as a spy, or with indifference as an idealist 
He was almost deadly sick m body, and tormented by 
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uncertainty He went from Berln to Munich, and back 
agam, to various prison camps, and various "Cures" He 
came to regard England's ultimate victory as assured by her 
command of the sea I extract from his letter of December 
20th, 1915 : 


“That is the terrible factor the power of the sea that 
in the hands of one people means the domimion of the world 
‘The Crime agamst Europe’ 1s an madequate title It is 
the crime against humanity, the world, Nature this awful 
power m the hands of one irresponsible, arbitrary, tradmg, 
greedy people the power to shut all the oceans, all the 
coasts, and to starve whole contments into submission by 
holding up all the ordmary methods of existence, inter- 
course and civilised contact England need never send a 
single man to the Contment, and yet m the end she will 
dictate the terms of peace 

“The only hope I had was that the submarmes might 
break through, but that hope has long smce gone, and I 
don’t see how any victories on land will change the situation 

“Germany has only one enemy England and mtl 
they realise that in their souls and every fibre of their being 
they can only hit the ar ” 


When he came to hear that a Rising was to be attempted 
in Easter Week, he resolved to reach Ireland if possible, 
though well aware of the doom that awaited him On 
March 16th, 1916, he wiote from Munich 


“It 1s the most hopeless position a man was ever in I 
cannot conceive a more dreadful situation. To go, I go to 
far worse than death death with the cause of Ireland to 
sustain me would be a joyful endmg but I go to a sham 

‘trial, to be wounded m my honour, to be defamed and 
degraded with no chance of defence probably, and then to a 
term of convict rmprisonment that wil end my days m 
jal aconvict For I should not long support the mdigmities 
and miseries I should be exposed to 

“Tf I do not‘go and I should be amply justified imm 
stamping on the whole thmg I shall be charged with 
wrecking the hopes of my people in Ireland, Just when they 
needed help, or if I send the guns and the handful of men 
and stay here m safety, then I mcur the contempt of all 
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men as a coward who Jaunched others to their doom and 
skulked in safety It ıs the most dreadful fate to overtake a 
man I suppose that 1s possible to conceive 

“The only possible end with any hopo at all 15 death, to 
bo killed at onco, to perish in the attempt ” 


Again, from Borlin, on the 5th of April he wrote 


** Tt 18 so hard to sce straight oven when ono 1s well and not 
troubled, and I am not well in body, and have not been for 
long, and thon greatly troubled too m mund, so that my 
remarks are often unjust and hasty and ill-considered 

“Tho last days are all à mghtmaro, and I have only a 
confused memory of them, and some periods are quite blank 
in my mind, only a sense of horror and repugnance to life 
But J daresay clouds will break and brighter skies daws, at 
least for poor old Ireland " 


Finally, just before ho started in & submarime for tho 
Irish coast, ho wiote 


* I go to-mght with Monteith and one man only of ‘ the 
boys,’ and I am quite suro it 1s tho most desperate piece of 
folly ever committed, but I go gladly It ıs only right, and 
if these poor lads at home are to be in the fire then my 
place 18 with them ”1 


With those feelings and intentions he set out in the German 
submarme, apparently accompanied by a small steamer, 
the Aud, flying the Norwegian flag, and contammg “the 
guns and handful of mon " that Casement mentioned 1n his 
previous letter The men were twenty German sailors with 
three ‘officers, the guns were Russian rifles of 1905 pattern, 
and probably useless They were recovered by divers after 
the ship had been stopped by the sloop Bluebell, about 90 miles 
from the south-west coast of Ireland, compelled to follow 
to Queenstown (138 miles), and sunk by her own crew, who 
were taken prisoner 2 That was on Saturday, April 22nd 

1 These quotations are from facsimiles of Casement's letters in the 
appendices, Ibid 


* The Attorney General's opening speech at tho trial, corrected in tho 
Lord Ohief Justice's summing up 
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Casement himself had landed on the open coast near Tralee, 
and walked to an old fort near Avdfert, where he was found 
(April 21st) and arrested From a letter which he wote 
only a few days before his execution, I may quote his owu 
account of his landimg im Ireland 


“ When I landed im Ireland that morning (about 3 am ) 
swamped and swimming ashore on an unknown strand, I 
was happy for the first time for over a year Although I 
knew that this fate waited on me, I was for one brief spell 
happy and smimg once more [I cannot tell you what I 
felt The sandhills were fnll of skylarks, rismg m the dawn, 
the first I had heard for years the first sound I heard 
through the surf was their song as I waded mm through the 
breakers, and they kept rismg all the time up to the old 
rath at Currshone, where I stayed and sent the others on, 
and all round were primroses and wild violets and the smging 
of the skylarks m the air, and I was back m Ireland again 
As the day grew brighter I was quite happy, for I felt all 
the time 1t was God’s will that I was there The only person 
alive if he be alive who knows the whole story of my 
coming, and why I came, with what aim and hope, 1s 
Monteith TI hope he 1s alive and that you may see hmm and 
he will tell you everything, and then you will know that the 
very thing I am blamed for, and am dyimg for, was quite 
what you would have wished me to do Itis a cruel thing 
to die with all men msunderstandmg misapprehending 
and to be silent for ever "1 


It was the last time that Casement was to see violets and 
primroses, or, as the famihar Insh song says, “to hear the 
sweet lark singing m the clear air of the day’ But what 
were the aim and hope known to Monteith alone ? Knowmg 
Casement as I did, I cannot doubt that the names of the 
rebels m Easter Week were involved, and he feared to betray 
them When arrested and taken to Tralee police barracks, 
he asked to see a Dominican priest, though he himself was 
still a '' Protestant," and Father F M Ryan, OP, was 
brought to him Casement then said . 


1 Passage from a long private letter, wiitten in the condemned cell in 


Pentonville gaol (July 25th), to lus sister Mrs Nina, New.nan (who died 
in 1927) 


101 IRISH PATRIOTS 


“I want you to tell the Volunteers im the town and else- 
where to heep perfectly quet Tall them J am a prisoner, 
and that the rebellion will be a dismal, hopeless failure, as 
the help they expect will not arrive” 


After some hesitation the priest gaye the me ~age to the 
Tralee Voluntecrs, at the same time informing the head 
constable This account was published m the Kildare 
Observer and the Duhbfin Piening Mar of May 20 m that 
year, and was further confirmed by a letter written by 
Father Ryan himself to Mr Gavan Duffy, who was Casc- 
ment’s solicitor at the trial (July 12, 1916) 


“Sir Rogor Casement saw mo in Tralce on April 21, and 
told me he had come to Ircland to stop the rebellion then 
impending He asked me to conceal his identity, ns well as 
Ins object in coming, until he should have left Tralee, lest 
any attempt should be made to rescue him. On the other 
hand he was very anxious that I should spread the news 
broadcast after he had left ” 


Dunng my last interview with lum m Bunton gaol, 
Casement told mo Iumself that lus object in coming to 
Ireland at that time w as to tell his friends not to attempt tho 
Rising, for 1t was usoless to expect any adequate help from 
the Germans, and he knew that the “ guns and handful of 
men” on the Aud were sent almost in mockery Of course, 
if the Rising broke out in spite of ns advice Casement was 
ready to join init, but ho would have first jomed with Profes- 
sor John MacNeill ın his attempt to countermand 1t Ina 
statement issued on the day after the execution, the Govern- 
ment, in defence of their action as against the very numerous 
and influential appeals for reprieve, assorted that “tho 
suggestion that Casement left Germany foi the purpose of 
trying to stop the Insh Rismg was not raised at the trial, 
and 1s conclusively disproved, not only by the facts there 
disclosed, but by further evidence which has since become 
available? Any Irishman could understand Casoment's 
reasons for not raising the plea at the trial, but what the 
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further evidence available may have been, I cannot con- 
jecture 

My friend was taken first to the Tower of London, where 
he was treated with gross mdigmty, and was then transferred 
to Brixton gaol, where he asked that I might be allowed to 
visit him on June 20th, a few days before his trial began 
Tn my diary of the same evening I wiote . 


* Oalled on Massmgham about Casement before the 
Nation lunch, and he said he had seen Haldane, who advised 
makmg much of German treachery m deserting him L 
strongly opposed this, saymg that the only hne was to 
declare Ireland’s nght of rebelhon as a subject nation, just 
as Garibaldi rebelled and might well have called im France 
or Russia to help agamst Austma, as m fact Cavour did 
Massingham said that mght be a fine and Quixotic attitude, 
but would not save Casement’s neck I hope I should have 
the courage not to care much about that 1f I were a rebel 
for Ireland, or for England either, should we ever come 
minder foreign domination. 

“Very crowded Nation lunch at the NLC, with Edwin 
Pears, Arthur Ponsonby, and all the staff there Discussion 
mainly on Ireland and on the new War Minister (news of 
Kitchener’s drownmg had reached us at the lunch a fortmght 
before, while we were discussmg the Jutland battle) I 
came away early and went by tram to Brixton prison, where 
after waiàng long I was shown mto a largish, scantily 
furnished room, and Casement was soon brought m by an 
old warder, who was pohte RC looked much aged, wiinkled 
and careworn , his hands at first worked nervously, some- 
times being passed quickly over his face and eyes, to hide or 
suppress emotion and even tears, that seemed to come 
especially when I mentioned his cousin, Gertrude Bannister, 
and Mrs N F Dryhurst, and gave their messages But his 
eyes were straight and frank and blue as ever, his manner. 
charmmgly polite, speakmg to the warder as a friend, and 
hoping our three-quarters hour conversation was not keeping; 
him too long - 

“ He spoke much of his time in Germany, his dishke of the 
official North Germans, but affection for the Bavarians, and 
hus behef m the courage and patience of the whole people 
Said the effect of the war was much. more visible m Berlm 
than in London, so far as he had seen London from taxis. 
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The Germans, he thought, would willingly make peace, 
surrendering the occupied parts of Belgium and France, for 
they were longing for peace but afraid of Asquith’s threat 
and of national destruction They felt no animosity towards 
the French, but thought we had stabbed them 1n the back 
Even towards us the hatied was subsiding, but all the people 
were united im self-defence agamst their encirclement 
by enemies 

“ He had giowu very tired of the North German’s wooden 
face, and thought them all stupid and unimaginative, having 
no penetration, but overtaught m their schools and univer- 
sities He spoke of having spent Christmas with Americans 
in Dresden He frequently sighed that things had not gone 
otherwise I supposed he was thinking of the Smn Fem 
Rising, but I did not care to press him with questions He 
said he knew more than anyone, but supposed he should 
keep silence to the end He asked what I thought about lus 
makmg an address from the dock, and said perhaps 16 would 
be better to say nothng I strongly opposed this, reminding 
him what great effect speeches from the dock by Irish 
patriots always had i 

“ Then he talked much of the Turks, and of a Hall Bey, 
who had told him in Berlin that the Serbs were the least 
brutal of their enemies in the war of 1912 He spoke in lugh 
praise of Bernard Shaw’s letter on Smn Fem in the Daily 
News, amd asked that Shaw would wite again about a 
German poet (I didn’t quite catch the name) who was 
detamed m Java, unable to return He also asked me to 
Vie do Shaw for a copy of a pamphlet upon the Denshawai 
case 

* He spoke much about Sheehy Skeffington and other 
victims of the Rising, and finally he very politely said that 
no Enghshman except Wilfrid Scawen Blunt and myself 
could understand the Irish question, but he never counted 
me as an Enghshman 

“Forbidden to shake hands, we parted with salutations, 
and as he returned to his cell, he waved his arm to me 1n the 
Irish fashion I suppose he will be hanged m a month, and 

1 I wrote to Bernard Shaw about this, but he demed ever having wuiitten 
such a pamphlet All he had ever written on the subject was “The 
Densbawai Horror" m his Preface to “ John Bull’s Other Island” As, 
however, I possessed a, copy of the pamphlet (‘‘ The Critics of The White 


Prophet,” a separate Preface to Hall Caine’s novel) I was able to refresh 
its author's memory 
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I shall never see that smgularly noble and attractive figure 
agam "1 


But I was to see him twice agam, though never to speak 
with him. The trial, which was what 1s termed a “ Trial at 
Bar,” began on June 26th, and lasted four days Casement’s 
leading counsel was Mr Alexander Snilivan, Second Serjeant 
at the Insh Bar, and also a barrister of the English Bar 
His second counsel was Mr Thomas Artemus Jones, and 
John Hartman Morgan, Professor of Constitutional Law 
at the University of London, who had at one time worked 


1 During this interview 1n Brixton gaol, Casement, after speaking with 
gratitude of the numerous letters I had been waiting m praise of his past 
career to the Nation and other papers, said how deeply disappointed he 
was at the view expressed by Mr R B Cunninghame Graham in a letter 
in the Naton of May 18th When I saw the announcement of his letter 
1n the index to the paper, I said to myself, ‘‘ Thank God, here 18 a strong 
ally!’ But Cunmnghame Graham’s intention was far different It may 
be gathered from my answer, which appeared in the Nation of the following 
Saturday (May 20) 


“I have read Mr Cunninghame Graham’s letter m answer to mine 
with deep disappointment War brings strange disappomtments, but 
1b 1s still a bitter thing when one finds a man whom one has admired for 
many years transformed mto something entirely different from one’s 
ideal of his nature 

“Iam not gomg to follow Mr Ovnmnghame Graham’s example in 
contempt of Court by arguing about a case still on trial I will merely 
remarks that when Mr Ounnmghame Graham exclaims, ‘ Far be ıt from me 
to urge severity,’ and then goes on to pour out venomous abuse and 
scornful innuendo against a distinguished man who stands on tral for 


lus hfe, he appears to me to be guilty of the knnd of inconsistency some- 
times known as cant ” 


In my support stood Robert Lynd, who has since msen to high dis 
tinction in journalism He wrote in the same number of the Nation 


“Surely Mr Cunninghame Graham might have left the blackening of 
Sir Roger Casement to a meaner hand As the case of Sir Roger 18 at 
present sub judice, I do not propose to discuss the question of his guilt or 
innocence im regard to the accusations made agamst him But I must 
protest when one of the least self-seeking and most open handed of men— 
a man who has lived not for his career but for the liberation of those 
who are oppressed and poor and enslaved—is dismissed with all the clichés 
of contempt Even thoso who, like myself, have been diametrically 
opposed to Ins recont pokicy, can never lose our admiration and affection 
for overything ım hm that was noble and compassionate ” 


For myself, I was so much astonished and disappomted at the tone 
and intention of Mr Cunninghame Graham’s letier that for many years 
I followed tho ancient Roman manner of “ renouncing fmendship,” and 


that was a grief to mo when I considered how great his services to liberty 
and literaturo had been 
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for me when I edited the literary page on the Daily Chronicle, 
was admitted by the Lord Chief Justice to act as amicus 
curae The prosecution was undertaken by Sir Frederick 
Smith, who as Attorney-Gencral, appointed himself, and 
was, no doubt, greatly assisted by lus knowledge of rebellion 
acquired during the threatened ‘ Rebellion of Ulster" in 
which he had played so prominent a part five and four years 
earher Asis mentioned in the Introduction to the published 
history of the trial 


“ Thero was pquancy in the fact that the Attorney- 
General had taken so prominent a part in the Ulster move- 
ment, and that Casement appealed to the movement as an 
excuse for his treason "'! 


Piquancy! To the detached observer, no doubt the 
situation was piquant : 

The Court of Kimg’s Bench was presided over by the Lord 
Chief Justice (Lord Reading), with Mr Justice Avory and 
Mr Justice Horridge as his colleagues, and the trial was 
held in the Law Courts of London The'procedure followed 
the antiquated custom, exemplified in the case of The King 
v Lynch, thirteen years before; when Mr. Arthur Lynch 
was condemned to death for treason im assisting the Boers 
in the South African War, but after a brief term of rmprison- 
ment was released, sat as a Member of Parliament, and still 
(1928), m perfect hberty, walks the suburb of Hampstead 
The Usher of the Court cried, “‘ Oyez,” the Kmg’s Coroner 
stated the charge of “‘ High Treason, by adhermg to the 
King’s enemies elsewhere than im the King’s Realm—to 
wit, m the Empire of Germany contrary to the Treason 
Act, 1351, 25 Edward TIT, statute 5, chapte: 2," and Sir F E 
Smith stated his case and called the witnesses for the 
prosecution Mr Sullivan then, no doubt quite rightly, 
moved to quash the indictment on the ground of misinter- 
pretation of a clause in the Statute of Edward TIT 


* Trial of Roger Casement,” odited by G H Knott, p 20 
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“Tt shall be treason 1f a man do levy war against our 
Lord the Kmg m lus realm, or be adherent to the Ihng's 
enemies in his realm, giving £o them aid and comfort in the 
realm or elsewhere + 


t€ 


The contention of the defence was that the words " or 
elsewhere” governed only the words “aid and comfort in 
the realm,” and had no application to the words “be 
adherent to the King’s enemies ” On the strength of another 
Statute (Henry VIH, 35) the Lord Chief Justice over- 
ruled the objection, and any rational or non-legal person 
would agree that he was right The whole prolonged argu- 
ment, though the plea was legally justified, only confirmed 
me m my previous resolve never to accept legal defence upon 
a political charge, or any other charge mvolving questions 
of principle To shp through the legal loophole of a comma, 
as was argued ın this case, would, I hope, appear to me 
an unworthy escape even from death on the gallows 

The real defence was an appeal to a principle outside the 
law, and, as I think, above the law It was stated first by 
Mr Sulhvan m his speech for the defence * f 

“Sir Roger Casement was not in the service of England. 
He was im the se: vice of the United Kingdom , he was in 
the service of His Majesty ın respect of the whole Empire of 
Ais Majesty’s dommion ‘Tn Ireland you have not only a 
separate people, you have a separate country An Tush- 
man’s loyalty is loyalty to Ireland, and it would be a very 


sorry day for the Empire when loyalty to one’s own native 
land should be deemed to be treason in a sister country ” 


On a secondary pomt, suggestmg that fear of an Ulster 
invasion rendered a Volunteer force essential for the preser- 
vation of hfe m Southern Ireland, Mr Suthvan described the 
condition of the country in sentences that must have appealed 
strangely to the prosecutmg Attorney-General himself 


“ Observe the state of affans as you have found 16 proved 
in evidence," he said ‘“ There was m the north of Ireland 
an armed body of men ostensibly marchmg about in Belfast, 
dehberately originated with the avowed object of resisting 

1 Ibid , pp 67-133 , 
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the operation of an Act of Parliament which had the approval 
of the 1est of the country They armed, and nothing was 
said to them , they drilled, and nothing was said to them , 
they maiched and countermaiched , the authorities stood 
by and looked at them The police were powerless They 
had great forces behind them, great names, and men of 
high position "1 


Yes, the rebels of Ulster had behind them gieat names and 
men of high position No one in Court had any difficulty 
m remembering one gicat namo, one man of high position 

At the end of the third day, Mi Sulhvan broke down 
with excitement and fatigue The defence was continued 
by Mr Artemus Jones and Piofesso. Morgan Then 
followed the closmg speech for the Crown, and I well 
remember the peculiarly affected Oxford accent with which 
the Attorney-General concluded his demand for the verdict 
of gmlty, m the words “If you should come to the con- 
clusion that the Crown has proved its case, however painful 
the duty, 16 18 one from which you cannot, and you dare 
not, shrnk Ihave discharged my responsibility 1n this case , 
do you discharge yours ” 

Lord Readmg then summed up As I wrote at the time 
" No chance of escape was given, and indeed there was 
none" When the jury returned after an hour's deliberation, 
no one doubted the verdict When asked by the King’s 
Coroner “what he had to say for himself why the Court 
should not pass sentence and judgment upon him to die 
according to law," Casement, lookmg, as I then wrote, by 
far the noblest man m Court, and the happiest, too, read @ 
statement that he had previously wiitten, amd that should, 
m my opmion, have formed his only defence He began by 
denying the jurisdiction of an English Court, and appealing 
from the Court to bhis owu countrymen 

“T am bemg tried,” he said, “not by my peers of the 
hve present, but by the peers of the dead past , not by the 
civilisation of the twentieth century, but by the brutahty 


of the fourteenth, not even by a statute framed im the 
! «Trial of Roger Casement,” Edited by G H Knott, pp 150, 151 
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language of an enemy land so antiquated 1s the law that 
must be sought to-day to slay an Irishman, whose offence 
is that he puts Ireland first 

“ Loyalty 1s a sentiment, not a law Tt rests on love, not 
on restramt The Government of beland by England 
rests on restraint, and not on love, and since 1t demands 
no love, 16 can evoke no loyalty With all respect I 
assert this Court is to me, an Inshman, not a jury of my 
peers to try me im this vital issue, for 16 1s patent to every 
man of conscience that I have a right, an indefeasible right, 
if tried at all under this statute of tieason to be tried in 
Ireland, before an Irish Court, and by an Irish jury This 
Court, this jury, the public opinion of this country England, 
cannot but be prejudiced 1n vai ying degree agamst me, most 
of all m time of war ” 


Turning sharply from this personal side, he took up the 
hideous story of Ireland’s suffermgs at the hands of England 


“ Ireland has outlived the failure of all her hopes and yet 
She still hopes Ireland has seen her sons aye, and her 
daughters, too—snffer from generation to gene1ation always 
for the same cause, always meeting the same fate, and always 
at the hands of the same Power , and always a fresh genera- 
tion has passed on to withstand the same oppression The 
cause that begets this indomitable persistency, the faculty 
of prese: vng through centuries of misery the remembrance 
of lost hberty, thas surely is the noblest cause men ever 
strove for, ever lived for, ever died for If this be the cause 
I stand here to-day mdicted for, and convicted of sustaimmg, 


then I stand m a goodly company and a might noble 
succession " 


He went on to attack the English leaders who had gone 
over to Ulster with the object of stirrmg up evil war there 
for their own party purposes in England Having described 
the tactics and the incitements of such persons, be contmued 


“The difference between us was that the Uniomst cham- 
pions chose a path they felt would lead to the Woolsack , 
while I went a road I knew must lead to the dock And the 
event proves we were both right The difference between us 
was that my ‘ treason ° was based on a ruthless sincerity that 
forced me to attempt m time and season to carry out in 
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action what I said m word, whereas their treason lay in 
veibal incitements that they knew need never be made good 
in their bodies And so, I am prouder to stand here to-day 
in the traitor’s dock to answer this impeachment than to 
fill the place of my rıght honourable accusers 

** Tn Ireland alone in this twentieth century 1s loyalty 
held to be a errme If we are to be indicted as criminals, to 
be shot as murderers, to be imprisoned as convicts because 
our offence is that we love Ireland more than we value our 
lives, then I know not what virtue 1esides in any offer of 
self-government held out to brave men on such terms 
Self-government is our right, a thing born im us at birth, a 
thing no more to be doled out to us or withheld from us by 
another people than the right of life itself than the right 
to feel the sun or smell the flowers, or to love our kind 
It 1s only from the convict these things are withheld for 
crime committed and proven and Ireland that has wionged 
no man, that has injured no land, that has sought no domm- 
10n over others Ireland ıs treated to-day among the nations 
of the world as if she were a convicted criminal _ If 16 be 
treason to fight agamst such an mnnatural fate as this, then 
I am proud to be a rebel, and shall clmg to my rebellion 
with the last drop of my blood If there be no right of 
rebellion against a state of things that no savage tribe would 
endure without resistance, then I am sure that 16 1s better 
for men to fight and die without right than to live n such a 
state of right as this ” 

With a kmdly word to the jury, thankmg them for their 
verdict, and assurmg them that he made no imputation 
upon therr truthfulness and ıntegrıty, he concluded Lookmg 
to the judges, I saw that clerks had put soft black thmgs, 
lıke battered college-caps, upon the head of each, and I 
heard the usher command silence while sentence of death 
was passed The Lord Chief Justice then sentenced my 
friend to be hanged by the neck till he were dead, and 
prayed, so strangely ' that the Lord might have mercy on 
hi soul As though it were on fs soul that mercy was most 
needed ! 

That mornmg I had been sittmg with Mrs Alice Stopford 
Green, the Banmisters (Casement’s first cousms), and Mrs 
Gavan Duffy on the bench 1n front, so that Casement saw 
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me when he came m, smiled, and bowed, I rismg to bow m 
return But im the afternoon I was crowded at the back of 
the Court, and though I waved to hm at the very end, I 
fear he did not see me I had 16 1n mind to shout, ' God save 
Ireland!" though at the risk of imprisonment for the 
prayer Perhaps as an Englishman I had no right to pray, 
and the Irish would probably have blamed me for it But 
still I wish I had uttered the prayer, for ıt was the right 
moment, and might perhaps have increased the shame of the 
prosecution, though indeed there are some hides that no 
wony can pierce, and the successful career foretold by 
Casement for such as chose a different path from himself 
has been completely fulfilled. 

An appeal was heard m the Court of Crimmal Appeal m 
London, on July 17th, before five yudges, with Mr Justice 
Darling piesiding. The Attorney-Genezal and the Solicitor- 
General (Sir George Cave) were present, but were not called 
upon to take part For when Mr A M Sulhvan had restated 
his interpretation of the ancient Statutes of Edward TIT and 
Henry VIII at great length and with extraordmary acumen, 
Mr Justice Darling and the other four dismissed the appeal 
on purely legal grounds The only noticeable pomt to 
myself was Sir C Darling’s determination to display his 
hterary knowledge by draggmg in a reference to Milton's 
lines in praise of Lord Coke as a lawyer 

I sat on the solicitors’ bench in front, and when Casement 
was brought m by two warders, he saw me at once, smiled, 
and waved his hand He looked much worn, but quite 
himself, and contemptuous of all this legal discussion He 
was dressed m) an ordmaiy grey suit, rather wimkled, as 
though long laid aside Duwuimg the judgment he sat quite 
still, yust smilmg to me once, as though to say, “ What’s all 
this nonsense about 2?” Gavan Duffy told me the judgment 
was ignorant and confused, but to me that did not seem to 
matter much l'or the fact of treason was beyond dispute, 
granted that Ireland was not a separate country, but 


“subject to the Crown ” All was over m about half-an-hour 
I 
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I waved to Casement, and he waved, smiled again, and 
disappeared That was the last time I saw him 

I occupied the remaining days of lus hfe in helping to 
organise appeals for lus 1eprieve I trusted chiefly to the 
case of Mr Arthur Lynch, who, as mentioned above, though 
vmder death sentence upon the same charge had been speedily 
released, and could be met daily at large and enjoying 
life I also had some hope in the sympathy extended by the 
English people to such notorious rebels as Garibaldi, 
Kossuth, Wilham Tell, and many others, some even in our 
own history, not to speak of the support given to Greece, 
Bulgaria, and Albania in their rebellions against the Turkish 
Empire Of comse, I found that, m spite of the proud 
motto, '' Semper Eadem," the Law does not abide the same, 
but 18 1nfluenced by times, seasons, and respect of persons 
What was possible for Mr Arthur Lynch in 1903 was not 
possible for another Tushman in 1916, and the British 
enthusiasm foi rebels 15 warm in direct variation with their 
distance in time and space Yet I stall beheve Casement’s 
hfe would have been saved bythe appeals, just as the lives 
of othe: Irish rebels of that year we1e spared, but for the 
action of the Government in diverting sympathy by raising & 
personal issue that had nothing whatever to do with the case 

Early in June a member of the Government had called 
various London editois together, and mformed them that 
mn searching among Casement’s papers they had discovered a 
diary alleged to be in his handwuiting, though his name 
did not occur upon it , and this diary was held to prove that 
for some yeais he had been addicted to what 1s known as 
“ perversion ” or “unnatural vice”? The diary was after- 
wards exhibited im the Home Office to many curious 
enqmrers, and care was taken that gossip about 16 should be 
widely spread'among leaders of Society not a difficult task 
Tt 1s the one form of vice to which I feel no temptation, but 
all doctors and physiologists now recognise 16 as a common 
kmd of mental or pathological aberration, to say nothing 
of 1ts habitual prevalence an many countries Findmg that 
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the prunent chatter upon the subject was becoming an 
obstacle to the numerous petitions for reprieve, I protested, 
in the first place, that 1f the condemned man had seduced 
numerous girls and flung them on the street, nothmg much 
would have been said about it, and, m the second place, 
that those who withdrew their names from the petitions on 
this account must be argumg that everyone ginity of this 
particular form of vice ought to be hanged, which would have 
necessitated the employment of several more executioners 
Finally, mne days before the execution, l wiote to the 
Manchesteı Quardhan after gig various other reasons why 
it would be just to spare Casement the final degradation . 


“It ıs common knowledge that msmuations agaist 
Casement’s private characte: have been passing from mouth 
to mouth These msmuations have no bearing on the charge 
of which he 1s convicted, nor have they been established or 
mentioned m Court They are said to be founded on docu- 
ments discovered by the police among Casement’s property 
How the alleged contents of these documents came to be 
whispered abroad I cannot say Tn certam Continental 
countries one could magme the police, or even the Govern- 
ment, spreadmg such rnmours with the object of poisoning 
the public mmd agamst a man whom they wished to 
destroy Iam told this was a common device also of the 
Inquisition im old days But ım the case of an Enghsh 
Government and English legal or police authorities such 
conduct 1s, of course, unthmkable Ican find no explanation 
I can only say that anyone who may have attempted by 
such means to blacken the character of, and preyudice 
our feelings towards, a man who stands m acute danger of 
a degrading and hideous death 1s, m my opmion, guilty of a 
far meaner and mote loathsome crime than the worst that 


could possibly be wnearthed in the career of the erimmal 
himself 774 


+ The Manchester Guardian, July 25th, 1916 That noble paper, under 
its famous editor, Mr C P Scott, who happily for the world still (1928) 
survives, had before this published a leader urging tho grave political and 
moral mistake of executing a political offender as though he were a com- 
mon cnminal, and thus adding yet one more to the long roll of Irish 
martyrs, and driving the Irish people back upon the old days and ways of 
hostihty to Great Britan, despair of constitutional reform, and resort to 
lawless and vindictive methods (July 19th, 1916 ) 
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My ironic assumption that no English Government o1 
English officials could ever have been guilty of this mean and 
loathsome ermme, was patently contiadicted by The Times, 
ma leading article published the moi ning after the execution 
That powerful paper, which usually supports any Govern- 
ment action, there protested against “certain attempts 
made to use the Press foi the purpose of 1aising issues 
which had no connection whatever with the charges on 
which Casement was tiicd Theseo issues,” The Times 
contmued, ‘‘ should either have been raised in public in a 
straightforward manner o1 they should have heen left 
severely alone " In conclusion the leading article said that 
the State "Tii could only be weakened by “imspned 
mnuendoes, which, whatever their substance, were irrelevant, 
improper, and mn-Enghsh ”’ 

Tf only The Times had entered that just protest a month 
earher, how different the result might have been! Our 
petitions were strongly supported | One of them, for instance, 
mstituted by Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, was signed by nearly 
all the most distinguished hterary and scientific men of the 
time, such as Arnold Bennett, Hall Came, G K Chesterton, 
John Chfford, Edwaid Clodd, Wilham Crookes, Sır Francis 
Darwin, John Dimkwater, Sir James Frazer, Sir Edward 
Fiy, John Galsworthy, A G Gardmer (then editor of the 
Daily News), G P Gooch, Maurice Hewlett, Robert Horton, 
Jerome K Jerome, John Maseficld, H W Massmgham, 
Robertson Nicoll, Sydney Ohwier, C P. Scott, Beatrice and 
Sidney Webb, the Bishop of Winchester (Edward Talbot), 
and Israel Zangwil But our efforts were repeatedly 
frustrated by those “mspıred ımnuendoes,” and 3f, as I 
suppose, the object of the people who spread the mnuendoes 
was to secure Casement’s execution by blackenmg lus 
character, without giving him a chance of self-defence, their 
murderous object was achieved 

On July 31st, I made a final effort ın the House of Com- 
mons, and was well received by T P O’Conno, Josiah 
Wedgwood, Wilham Byles, John Burns, Noel Buxton, and 
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many otbes But when R L Outhwaite introduced me to 
John Redmond, the leader of the constitutional Home Rule 
party turned rudely away at the mention of Casement’s 
name, merely saymg, “ Please don’t,” and no more Mr 
Asquith received Gertrude Bannister, Casement’s first 
cousin, m his private room, and told her a reprieve might be 
possible if she would plead his samty This she refused, 
and then we knew that all was done that man could do and all 
was done m vain, though even as late as August 2nd, 
Philip Morrell, Eva Gore-Booth, and others made a last 
desperate appeal to the Kmg himself On the day before 
bis death, Casement wiote on a postcard to his cousin - 


“ To-morrow, St Stephen’s Day, I die the death I sought, 
and may God forgive the mistakes and receive the intent 
Treland’s freedom ” 


That night a few of us sat for many hours in the house of 
Mrs Green, hustorian and historian’s widow, and while 
Casement in his cell was watchmg for the dawn of his death, 
that remarkable woman contmued to speak to us of hfe and 
of death with a courage and wisdom beyond all that I have 
known, unless 1t be m the discourse of Socrates durmg the 
hours before his own execution So wise she was, so cheerful, 
and even humorous 

They killed him in Pentonville gaol at 9 o’clock m the 
morning (August 3rd) ‘‘ What a beautiful mornmg,” he 
characteristically observed when he stepped out upon the 
scaffold He wascalm andexalted ‘I die for my country," 
he said at the last moment, and he died mstantly, his face 
after death appearing calm and beautiful Two Insh priests 
were with him to the last The Home Office refused to give 
up his body to his cousm, remarkmg that 1t was the property 
of the Home Secretary The mghts of property were 
respected 

Next day I had to go to Oxford “I am the Mother of 
Holy Hope,” cries Wisdom im an ancient book,! and in 


* Ecclesiasticus xxrv 18 (The verse 1s omitted in the Revised Version ) 
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spite of all her absurd self-importance and her effemmnate 
preciosity, Oxford ıs always that to me. But she is also the 
Mother of Consolation 1 


1 Lost my estimate of Roger Casement should seom prejudiced in his 
favour, I may quote the following passages from a wmter of recognised 
moderation 


“In that bitter campaign (the Congo), no weapon was left unused on 
either side, and 1f 1b had been possible to smirch Casement’s name, by 
any means, 16 would have been blackened Yet he camo out from all that 
propaganda and counter-propaganda famous through Europe, and catı yang 
such prestige that he was the mevitable choice for a similar mission of 
inquiry into the methods of rubber collecting in the Amazon basin His 
report on the Putumayo region carned the most damming authority Few 
reputations showed brighter than Ins, when mm 1912 ho retired from tho 
Consular Service with a knighthood 

“ Kmght errant he was, clear sighted, cool headed, knowing as well 
as any that ever lived how to strengthon his case by temperate statement, 
yot always charged with passion 

“Isay that R C still seems to me ono of those who in my time did 
real and conspicuous service to humanity, and seems also one of the most 
noble creatures I have known 

“ No fair mind can deny that the British Government was fully entitled 
to execute him, or that many men in authority could have felt 16 their 
inevitable duty to carry out that sentence But the meanest thing I 
have known to be done by tho tools of a Government, was the private 
circulation of statements about his se\ual morality, which were calculated 
to offset the widespread public feehng that ıt was wrong to hang such 
aman No surer way of obtaming the widest publicity of scandal could 
have been adopted, not even though ıt had been proved in open court 
that the alleged offences had been committed in a London park ” 

*' Experiences of à Literary Mon," by Stephen Gwynn, pp 259-261 
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CHAPTER V 
WAR AND PEACE 


 Satourne anon, to stynte stryf and drede, 
AT be st that 4t bc agayns his I ynde, 
Of al this stryf he can a remedy fynde 
* My decere doughter Venus,’ quod Satourne, 
* My coura, that hath eo wyde for to tournc, 
Hath more power than woot any man 
Myn 18 the drenchyng in the sce so an, 
Myn 18 the prisoun in the der) c cote , 
Myn 28 the stranglyng and hangyng by the throte, 
The murmur, and the cherles rebellyng , 
The groyning, and the privce empoysonyng 
I do sengancc and pleyn corrcectioun, 
Whales I dwelle in the signe of the Iyoun 
Myn 28 the ruen of the hithe halles, 
The fallyng of thc tourcs and thr wallcs 
Upon the mynour or the carpenter 
I slowh Sampsoun «n scha? yng the piler 
And myne le the maladies colde, 
The der? e tresoun, and the castes oldc , 
Mayn lol yng 18 the fadir of pestilens ? ” 


Cnavcer “The Knightes Talo,” hnes 2455 fí 


“0 cease | must hate and death return ? 
Cease | must men lall and dic ? 
Cease { drain not to rts dregs the urn 

Of bitter prophecy | 
The world rs weary of the past 
O might it dre or rest at last I” 


SurLLnr's “ Hellas ” 


P AHE next two years wero times of deep depression 
and disquietude for the country, and consequently 
for myself The overthrow of Mr Asquth by 

Mr Lloyd George (December, 1916) mevitably suggested 

the scriptural question, “ Had Zimm peace ? ” The collapse 

in turn of Roumania, Russia, and Italy m the field enabled 
the Central Powers to concentrate renewed forces upon the 
119 
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Western Fiont Our gallant struggles upon the Somme and 
at Passchendaelo 1esulted m little but slaughter. Nivelle’s 
wild promises of penetiation between Soissons and Rheims 
resulted m failure and mutiny, and the German submarines 
kept reducmg England to shorter and shorter rations On 
the field, the only points of light were the capture of Bagdad 
(March, 1917), and of Jerusalem (December, 1917), as 
though to prove that ultimately the ‘‘ Easterners ” had been 
justified in thor strategy But then came Ludendorfi’s 
final onslaught (March, 1918), when haidly anyone among 
the Athes dared to hope, except Foch alone From time to 
time, especially towards tho end of 1916, somo shadowy 
chance of peaco by negotiation appeared, but the cries of 
*' Peace Chatter " and '* Peace Offensive ” raised by widely 
rend papers laughed 11, to scorn, and the daily hst of casualties 
continued to inspire residents at home with a sense of noble 
self-sacrifice Even Lord Lansdowne's lette to the Daly 
Telegraph (November 29, 1917), suggesting that we had no 
desire of annihilating Germany as a great Power, or of 
dictating to the Germans then form of government, but 
proposed an international pact to give the world security— 
even this was received with derision by the advocates of 
“a fight to the finish ” and “ a knock-out blow ” 

It ıs true that, some weeks later (January 31, 1918), 9 
large number of us gathered mn Lansdowne House, as arranged 
by that unbending Liberal, F W Hust, to congratulate 
the water of the letter on his purpose — Lord Loroeburn, 8n 
ex-Lord Chancellor, read an address, keeping his eyeglass 
fixed tight upon a w.itten paper, though he had practised 
speaking most of hishfe Tn support came Lord Buckmaster, 
also an ex-Lord Chancellor, Bishop Hicks of Lincoln, 80 
liberal a mimd, Gilbert Murray, soon to become the devoted 
advocate of the League of Nations, G P Gooch, unequalled 
in knowledge of modern history, Noel Buxton, unequalled 
m knowledge of eastern Europe, and H W Massmghem 
of the Nation, unequalled as an editor Lord Lansdowne, 
a small dapper, elegant, long-nosed gentleman, with a 
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‘finely reserved manner, answered from carefully prepared 
notes, all too cautiously; and the war continued as before. 
The chances of peace, both then and m the previous year, 
were, as I thought, partly frustrated by the resolve of 
President Wilson to abandon his idea of hemg “ too proud 
to fight,” and of awaiting a “peace without victory ” 
among the quarrelsome States of Europe Tm April, 1917, 
with the smgularly deceptive hope of '" malung the world 
safe for democracy,” he had declared war, and in July of the 
same year American troops began gradually to dribble mto 
France 

For my own part durmg those termble months, I was 
reduced to the pitiable postion of an mactive watcher from 
a distance, cut off from the natural alleviation of sharmg — 
in the daily movements and perils of the front Owmg to 
my prolonged absence ın the Dardanelles and Salomka, my 
place among the few correspondents then authorised in 
France had, of course, been filled, and repeated attacks of 
violent iiness night, in any case, have kept me at home 
The melancholy of such constramt was mereased by the 
death of many fiends Tn August, 1916, Richard Cross, 
our solicitor on the Nakon, was drowned m the Lakes 
In October, Phitp Howell, Brgadier-General, was killed 
among the trenches m France, Hector Munro (“ Sakı ”) 
was kled there in the followmg month, Edward Thomas, 
m April, 1917, Alasdair Geddes, of the Flymg Corps, the 
promising son of my fmend Patmck Geddes, m the same 
month , news came in June of the death m Ceylon of Florence 
Farr, who possessed the finest voice for speakmg to music, 
and one of the most poetic natures among women ,! and 
m March, 1918, came the death of Scott Holland, who always 
traversed the mountams of our age with the feet of one who 
brings good tidings 2 In the accounts of friends who came 
from the front on leave, there was httle to cheer For 
mstance, dinmg with me on November 27th, 1916, Major 


1 See “ Changes and Chances,” pp 194—195. 
? Pid , pp 43-41, 
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H J Gillespie, D S O , who had rejoined the Gunners at the 
outbreak of the war, and served throughout on the Ypres 
Salient, gave me a description from which I extract 


* He said there was some hope of breaking the German 
line next spring , for, though the Germans were entrenching 
behmd, their hnes were not so strong, and the men were not 
fighting so well, except ın patches Tn some places, 300 or 
400 men will hold out with great courage, delaymg our 
advance for four or five days, but m others they come 
running in to surrender He had known only one small party 
of our men I thmk he said four go over to be taken 
prisoner, in hopes of escaping the misery, and their leader, à 
sergeant, was shot on the way by our own men He said 
that no one at the front regards the Boche as anything but 
a fine and brave fellow, suffering nnder orders hke ourselves 
None of their best divisions have been withdrawn, because 
they dare not weaken the line Where there 1s no actual 
battle, as on the Sahent lately, the men walk about openly 
without firmg at each other The mud and discomfort are 
indescribable No carts can cross a newly occupied strip 
Horses smk up to their necks, and guns bodily disappear 
AN supplies are carried up by hand from the ASC dumps 
by the menin the regiment He has never used hs guns upon 
any visible object, but fires only by map Men can now 
stand only three days m the firmg Ime They are often 
- waıst-deep ın mud Most of the trenches and dug-outs get 
washed away, and everyone lives wet He said that at one 
time I thnk m September 29,000 cavalry stood ready 
to rush through a broken hne near Flers, and seize Bapaume, 
and he thinks they might have done ıt He says all are dead 
sick of the war He jomed me ın lamenting the death of 
‘ Saki,’ whom he once heard say of a man’s clothes that they 
were made more in Southwark than m anger ” 


From such a picture, 1t was a relief, though a rare relief, 
to chmb to Wilham Yeats’s upper chamber m Woburn 
Buildmgs, and hsten to discussions im which ignorance 
saved me the trouble of sharmg Such was a discussion on 
October 30th, 1916, of which I made the followmg brief 
record 


“ Sturge Moore and Miss Pye were there , Ezra Pound and 
his wife (he smgularly silent '!), Chapelow, the Conscientious 
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Objector poet, now at large after much persecution , and 
a few others, u mknown to me Yeats was m an interesting 
mood He talked of his entrance into Spustism after the 
Magic of former days is attendant spirit 1s Leo Africanus, 
a man of the l6th century, who converses with him in 
Ttahan Also the spirit of a policeman, Emerson, who 
drowned timself from Putney bridge m 1850, as Yeats 
discovered mm the Somerset House records Also the spirit 
of Lanse Kirsch, a friend of Goethe, from whom (Goethe) he 
had messages All thus he appears to beheve absolutely, 
and such belief must be highly consoling 1n these days. 

“ Then he talked of Freud and Jung and the Subconscious 
Self, applymg the doctrme to art He said the great thing 
18 to reduce the Conscious Self to humihty, as by the 1mita- 
tion of some ancient master, so leaving the Unconscious 
Self free to work He said all reading of contemporaries 
and mutation of them was bad The Self in poetry must be 
a dramatist, the poet bemg a spectator of life, and so must 
have a nniversal outlook and appeal This I have always 
thought myself, though vaguely. There was some discussion 
also on vers libres, with. sidelong shots at Ezra Pound He 
then highly praised Pater’s ‘Marius,’ which he had just 
re-read with intense admuration for its sentences and style 
He traces English prose backwards only through Pater, 
Landor, and Sir Thomas Browne, but admitted some of 
Swift On partimg he gave me his book called * Reveries ! 


Yes, in those terrible days, when the spirits of the newly 
slain seemed to be rushing thick through the air lke arrows, 
16 must have been consoling to meditate upon sentences and 
style, or to communicate with the soul of a bygone suicide 
or a feminine friend of Goethe But, as usual, I was clamped 
tight to this ordimary world, wirtimg every week a “‘ mddle ” 
for Massingham’s Nation , helpmg Evelyn Sharp, so far as 
a man could, ın her mnremittmg and almost rnmous labour 
upon Votes for Women, and speakmg at public meetmgs 
up and down the country, chiefly upon the war and Suffrage 
Two occasions of those speeches alone remain in memory 
One was when we held a vast meetmg m the Albert Hall to 
rejoice over the Russian Revolution of March, 1917, and that 
overthrow of the Tsardom which made us all so vainly 
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hopeful of freedom’s future George Lansbury was in the 
chair, and the chief speakers were Robert Smilhe, at that 
time leader of the mmers, Robert Williams, secretary of the 
Transport Workers, Israel Zangwill, man of gemus, Maude 
Royden, and W C. Anderson, each so enviable an orator 
Clara Butt sang to perfection the Russian National Hymn 
to words of peace, and Edward Carpenter’s “ England, 
Arise |’ by far the noblest song of Labour I spoke at the 
begimnmg in honour of the heroes and martyrs of Russian 
freedom, many of whom I had personally known And 
I beheved I was among the first to 1ntroduce into England 
the Russian custom of calling upon the audience to rise and 
stand awhile in silence, rememberimg the sacrifice of those 
who had gone before, as officers ın a mess rise silently to the 
toast of '' Fallen Comrades” At all events, upon my 
suggestion, the whole audience rose, and for a few seconds 
there was silence 

On the other occasion (May 11th, 1917) I was agam proud 
to be associated with W C Anderson, who invited me to 
speak to his constituents m Atterchiffe, Sheffield I spoke 
for fifty mmutes to an enormous crowd in Montgomery 
Hall, I suppose about the war and the Dardanelles, but am 
not sue For ıt was not my speech that mattered even to 
myself, but the smcere and conquering eloquence of Ander- 
son, at that time chairman imn the Executive of the Labour 
Party, a man of powerful personality and one of the finest 
among the Labour leaders, too soon to be lost at the very 
height of his powers, as was his wife, Mary Macarthur, 
few years later on 

From Sheffield I naturally went south-west to see Edward 
Carpenter in his plain stone cottage, lookmg over its own 
field and garden at Millthorpe among the moors 

He was then seventy-three, active m body, as he stall (1928) 
remains im mund We walked together far over the hills, 
commanding the wide uplands of Derbyshire, and for a few 
days and evenings I enjoyed the converse of that singularly 
beautiful, 1magmative, and concrete soul—an enjoyment 
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heightened by the place itself, the sweet air, the roaring of 
thunder among the valleys, and all my mnumeiable and 
unconscious associations with monntam regions fiom child- 
hood up. It was a time overwhelmmg in poignant delight 

But already I felt the touch of an iiness, due, the doctors 
thought, to some lmgermg poison from Afmca. On the 
afternoon of my return (May 14, 1917), I went to the Central 
Hall for what I suppose must have been among the first, 
perhaps the very first, of mectings for the League of Nations , 
and certainly the League was finely ushered into thus dis- 
tracted world by Lord Bryce, General Smuts, Lord 
Buckmaster, Lord Hugh Cecil, and the Archbishop of 
Canterbury. Durmg the next few days I had to speak 
myself at G P Gooch’s, m the Central Hall for Civil 
Liberties, and at Guildford, with Roger Fiy m the chair 
But the pam was almost intolerable, and so 1t continued for 
many weeks, only reheved ın the evenings by the blessed 
powers of morphia, that true lotus of the world In 
recollection of those evenings when hope of returning to 
ordinary life at last began, I wiote a few sentences, from 
which I may quote the following 


“Every night I waited for 1t, torn by anguish such as I 
had supposed no human bemg could endure And every 
night, at ten o'clock a lamp on the right of my hospital bed 
suddenly rose, and with a joy like a shipwrecked marmer's, 
I cred, ' A hght on the starboard bow!’ 

“Then a white figure came silently to the tossing bedside, 
and without a word I stretched my bare arm out Between 
two fingers the white figure gathered up the softest part she 
could find, and with the other hand thrust a fine needle 
under the skm a needle so fine that I hardly felt the prick 
of it as 16 pumped just one drop of brown hquid into my 
blood A finger was passed gently over the place, the hght 
went out, the white figure vanished, and, quietly as a ghost, 
I shd mto paradise 

“Tt was no paradise of the mane and shadowy dead, no 
monotonous Hades, estranged from mortal things My 
heart beat quick with hfe, and throbbed with exultation 
Courage and human affection filled my soul I knew there 
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was no combination of murderous or governmental teriors 
of which I need be afraid , and, though not much given to 
universal love, I could have clasped the whole race of 
mankind to my heart without affectation or absurdity I 
perceived all the perplexities of the common world Icounted 
all its sorrows I knew that the self-seeker whom I 
most abhorred was only mistaken 1n his purposes, and that 
the judge who hanged my friend was only the victim of the 
Law  Nothmg appalled me, nothmg moved my hatred 
Every night I designed a scheme by which at the same 
moment every evening, each inhabitant of the terraqueous 
globe should receive a similar inoculation, and having once 
learnt the supreme happiness of courage and of love, should 
never again return to wallow in the accustomed mire of our 
daily cowardice and savagery, but, m the se:vice which 1s 
perfect freedom, should unite to budd that galant aty 
hitherto unconjectured except by the maker and builder 
who 1s divine 

“Sometimes I moved upon a lower level, and my narrow 
bed became the fammar Balkan Penmsula, now beautiful, 
happy, fnll of glorious remmiscences, and requiring only 
some delightful rearrangement, in which no one would be 
assassinated, but Feidmand, Tino, and Venizelos should 
smilmgly combine for the commbn good Sometimes the 
white sheets of my bed were converted into the snows of the 
Caucasus, and once more I made my home with Georgians 
In communities of anarchic mnocence 

“ A few effects of these political visions, 1b 18 true, were 
not so pleasant For sometimes, under the mfluence of the 
drug, all my hmbs but one would remain at peace, and that 
one would twitch and wiithe and kick hike a discontented 
province Whereupon we who composed the majority of 
the limbs would sorrowInlly protest, and finally discard 1b 
We no longer counted it one of ourselves We looked upon 
it as a noisy and troublesome patient m the next bed We 
would gladly have laid it out for amputation upon the 
proper table Yetit wasmy leg my own right leg—not & 
thmg to be flung away at random It was my Ulster T 


I suppose in these visions that moalculable monster, the 
Unconscious Self, was let loose from his subterranean prison, 
and roamed at large But after three weeks of such varied 
experiences, I felt ıt was time to shut him up again, and I 
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threw away the key that had opened his 1ron cage For 
I found that all day long I was merely anticipating the 
appearance of that white figure who would come at ien 
o'clock to mitigate my pam, and, foreseemg the drunkard’s 
habit, I cut off the dope by one supreme effort  lattle by 
httle the atrocious disease began to subside Lady Hamilton 
took me for drives round Hyde Park (my choice, for the 
pleasure of seemg mankmd agam), and finally to Holm- 
wood. beside Lexth. Hill, where, with unsurpassed kindhness, 
the Pethick Lawiences recerved me mto thew beautiful 
house I could not overestimate the compassionate assist- 
ance given me at that trme by them and many others, some 
hardly known to me even by name But such friendship 
was only a part of the Jarge exhilaration which glorified the 
common world as hfe returned, shedding a young delight 
upon hayfields, woods, and sky ! 

Tn the spring of that year (March 9th, 1917), I had been 
ordered to give evidence before the Dardanelles Commission, 
then sitting under the chairmanship of Lord Pickford, who, 
m his questions and understanding, appealed to me the very 
embodiment of all that makes a noble judge, and m the 
follwmg month I began wiiàüng my large and detailed 
lustory, called “ The Dardanelles Campaign ” This mvolved 
prolonged labour and research, ın which I was greatly 
assisted by Sir Tan Hamilton, General Birdwood, General 
Godley, Admiral Su Roger Keyes, and other naval and 
mihtary officers * Mr Winston Churchill also allowed me 

1 George Herbert, in the poem called ‘The Flower,” has given ex- 
pression to this joy in returning hfe, from a Chnstian’s point of view 


** And now ın age I bud agam, 
After so many deaths I hve and write, 
I once more smell the dew and ram, 
And rehsh versıng —|.O my only Laght, 
It cannot be 
That I am he, 
On whom Thy tempests fell at mght ” 


* "The first edition was published in November, 1918, and the third in 
March, 1920, including soveral additions and corrections suggested to me 
by men who had talen part in the campaign 
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to consult him onc moining, and even to read the report of 
his evidence to the Commussion before it was published 
But n spite of all this coutcous assistance, the toil of secur- 
ing oxact acculacy upon every point in so complicated and 
disputed an historic drama became so exacting that hke the 
wearied old woman in the epitaph, I often vowed to “do 
nothing for over and ever," if only tho task were once 
completed Fortunately, this too was a vow I have not been 
able to keep Tho book sold well, though 1t had been 
anticipated by John Masefield’s accurate, brilhant and poetic 
sketch called ‘‘ Gallipoli,” and ıb was most generously 
received by reviewers, especially by Masefield himself 

Even durmg the long months of labour upon that task, 
other interests and other necessary work took much of my 
time. Some of us were founding the “1917 Club," m 
commemoration of what appeared so splendid a hope arising 
among the Russian people As an essayist I was doing my 
best for the Nation mmder Massmgham, whose part in affairs 
was then particularly noble and unpopular The prolonged 
struggle for Woman Suffrage never ceascd, and was all the 
harder owing to the transference of many among its finest 
supporters to various departments m the war These 
activities were often interrupted by the bombs of an-raids 
and the answeung shells, as when the women's Lycerm Club 
gave some of us a ceremonial dmnei, dnd oui after-dimmer 
speeches were enlivened by the oxplosion of big bombs just 
outside, in St James’s Park, but not a woman n the large 
audience stirred 1 

The gloom of this restricted and mactive hfe was on- 
hghtened by fleeting acquamtance o1 more enduring fuend- 
ship with many distinguished and even lovable people, such 
as were Robert Bridges, deservedly Poet Lauieate, rugged 
and shaggy with powerful personahty, savagely uttering 


2 Tt was tho samo arr raid that struck the offices of John Bull in d 
acre, bringing the printing machinery crashing down upon the prn = 
refugees in the cellars, and lulling many, among whom was Edward = y 
Mosse, Vicar of St Pauls, Covont Garden, as he stood in tho doorway 
for encouragement and consolation 
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strange theories of prosody from his lair on Boar’s Hull, above 
Oxford, but to myself unexpectedly affable, perhaps because 
I never contradicted him, not even when he turned ferociously 
upon Tennyson, a predecessor in his own office, for having 
consciously wiitten to please the mmates of Schools for 
Young Ladies And about the same time, near Godalmmg, 
I met that thoughtful essayist, Clutton Brock, so charming, 
so kindly, so habitually spiritual m outlook that I felt his 
society was hardly the place for a journalist And m the 
same month (October, 1917), my friend ‘‘ Pengum ” Evans, 
so learned m last century’s hterature, was succeeded as 
assistant editor on the Nation by H M Tombmson, whom I 
had known before m various crises of events, but was now 
to know as one whose face, hke a good-natured toad’s, 
expressed the delightful admixture of cynicism, kmdhiness, 
and humour familar to all the world since he has taken over 
from Joseph Conrad a “corner” m descriptions of the sea 
and tropics dire Then came John Buchan, whose gens 
sparkled im so many directions and who was generously 
helpful to me about the Dardanelles book, and, what was 
more gratifying still, to my son Richard, the pater, as 
was Lord Beaverbrook, who presided at the openmng of 
Richard’s second exhibition of war pictures (March Ist, 
1918), and startled me by his knowledge of unpopular 
books, such as my own And with them I may jon “Bobbie” 
Ross, a man of singularly endearmg nature, a true friend of 
myself as of so many, and a discernmg art-critic, whose 
premature death (October, 1918) deprived Richard of an 
appreciation for a long time demed him by rival artists, 
art-critics, and academic professors in a narrow chque One 
evening (February 15, 1918), at Sir Ian Hamilton’s, Í was 
able to meet Lord Hugh Cecil, and to hsten to a strenuous 
but polite controversy between him and Massingham upon 
the question of peace mm which each in turn displayed the 
characteristics of the traditional and the progressive mind 

And, turnmg to another side of human attamment, I may 


recall Harold Samuel, the mterpreter of Bach, and Ivor 
Xx 
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James, the 'cellist, the latter of whom camo down to delight 
the wives or widows of soldiers mm a tiny club we made for 
them in Southwark 

Intercourse with such people, and continued association 
with former friends did, as I said, enlighten the gloom of 
those oppressive years, until at last (February Gth, 1918), a 
glory of happiness rose to dispel for a time even the darkness 
of the war That mght tho Woman Suffrage Bill hung 
suspended between the House of Lords and the House of 
Commons, and the House of Commons was to be prorogued 
next day In almost unendurable anxiety a few of us stood 
watching in the Outer Lobby as the messengers passed to 
and fro Then we watched the tape in the National Liberal 
Club At 845 the tiny hammer tapped out. the «syllables 
saying that the Royal Assent had been given by Commission 
The struggle of so many years of sacrifice and bitter suffering 
was over We gazed at cach other in silence Our joy was 
too overwhelming to find utterance, and in subsequent times 
of difficulty and depression I have always been able to cheer 
myself with the knowledge that notlung could ever happen 
to me now at once so difficult, so distasteful, so injurious, 
and so fertile 1n ridicule and obloquy as was the contest for 
Woman Suffrage Yet it was won ! 

For my supposed share ın that victory (no man's share was 
to be compared with the sacrifice of scores among the 
women who fought for 1t)—for that small share and other 
reasons some 300 friends gathered in the Grafton Gallenes 
on April 28th, 1918, to celebrate what I called my “ apothe- 
oss” With exquisite grace and charm, the chair was 
taken by Ehzabeth Robins, finest of Ibsen’s actresses, and 
the rmagimative wiiter who had dragged beauty from the cold 
darkness of the Arctic Circle And there spoke Israel 
Zangwill, keen judge of hterature, Edith Durham, $0 
gallant, so humorous, and John Harns of the Ant 
Slavery Society, recallmg Angola and the Cocoa Islands On 


1 For the whole Suffragette movement, see “More Changes More 
Chances,” pp 304-339 
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the mihtary side fine letters were read from Sir Tan Hamilton, 
Sir Archibald Murray, and General David Henderson, my 
superior officer 1n Ladysmith, and for journahsm a starthng 
eulogy from St Loe Strachey of the Spectato. My own 
editor, Massmgham, was among the friendly audienco Y 
answered the exaggerated but dehcious praises and 2 
presentation of £280, with a few remarks upon the pleasure of 
fightang always on the side of winning causes, and no doubt 
I ought to have died when the charmmg ceremony ended 
But few select the right moment for death 

My next step was not 1nto death but into Ireland, where 
the situation was mdeed deadly In the previous summer 
(July, 1917), Mr Lloyd George had instituted in Dublin a 
Convention to frame a constitution for a United Ireland with 
a single Parhament withn the Empire He naturally 
wondered what Americans on coming into our war “ for 
the freedom of small nationahties " would thmk of that 
small nationahty under our control for centunes of misery 
Sir Horace Plunkett, the far-seeimg statesman and true 
servant of the Irish people, was chauman, and notable 
leaders of most parties worked their hardest But Sinn 
Fein stood aloof, and Smn Fem was the popular party, 
though different in nature from the Irreconcileables who 
have lately usurped the name (1926-1928) John Redmond 
had recently died, and John Dillon, almost the last of the 
Insh Parhamentary heroes m the Gladstoman age, had 
taken his place, when, after months of disputation, ‘ AD” 
(George Russell) resigned from the Convention, finding that 
Ulster’s heavy foot stamped upon all reasonable terms which 
the Southern Unionists were willmg to accept A Majority 
Report was published in April, 1918, but another hope had 
gone, and any possible service the Convention might have 
accomplished was wiecked by Lloyd George’s Act to extend 
conscription to a country whose long-sought Charter of 
Home Rule had been four years buried im the Statute Book, 
never to rise again 

The Insh Conscription Act laid the tombstone on Home 
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Rule, and, except as an epitaph, the words “‘ Home Rule ” 
have not since been heard The Convention was throwa mto 
a ditch, and Sinn Fem became the only cry Tndignation 
united nearly the whole Southern people Tn Dublm I 
counted friends in every party and both “religions,” but I 
fonnd all were at one in wiath, their only difference being 
how best to resist Most sigmficant of all, even the Catholic 
Church through her bishops proclaimed that resistance was 
now justified, and violence was “ not contrary to the Laws 
of God” Some people spoke of taking to the hills, some of 
combing in groups and fighting to the last, some of 
destroying the cattle and tearmg up the crops lest they 
should go to feed the British tyrants Others advocated a 
silent and passive resistance carried out by hundreds of 
thousands, and that, being “At’s” counsel, was pro- 
‘bably the wisest He himself expressed the widespread 
indignation in @ noble protest, which The Txmes refused to 
publish It appeared m the Manchester Guardian (May 
11th) 

," Our people," he wiote, m one paragraph, ''look on 
this last act of British power with that dilated sense of 
horror a child might feel thinking of one who had committed 
some sin which was awful and unbelievable, agaimst the 
Holy Ghost What power, they wonder, except one 
inspired by spiritual wickedness, would weave this last evil 
for a land subdued, force 1t to warfare to uphold a power 16 
hates, that has broken 1t, that has killed 1ts noblest children, 
overthrown its laws, taken the sceptre ? They turn n appeal 
to the Master of Life and supplicate Hm, and they believe 
by conscience they are justified 1n resistance even to deat 


It was indeed & trme of tormenting anxiety Rage, 
mingled with foreboding sorrow, mflamed all classes, and 
the reported words of even the finest natures among the 
English politicians only fanned the passion. It happened, 
for mstance, that Lord Robert Cecil m a public speech of 
those days declared that "the Alhes aimed at establishing 
the freedom and independence of the Jugo-Slavs, the 
Czecho-Slovaks," and other interestimg but unfamihar 
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races Could it bo merely through lapse of memory that 
he omitted the Irish race, so long familiar ? He went on to 
denounce the belief that '* you can dragoon free nations into 
artificial umty and make thom accept alien rulers” But 
whose was that behof ? Was it German? Was it English ? 
Who 1n Ireland could decide ? 

So I found all my conspicuous friends in Dublin united in 
opposition to the English Parhament’s decros Mrs, Green, 
* JE," James and John MacNeill, Tom Johnson, leader of 
the Labour Party, James Stephens, the leprechaun writer, 
Susan Mitchell, of Plunkett House, Gavan Duffy, Constan- 
tine Curran, our Dublin correspondent on the Natron, 
James Good, wisest of journalists, James Douglas, wisest of 
Quaker tradesmen, Diarmid Coffey and his beautiful young 
wife, go soon to die, John Eghngton (Magee), the shrend critic 
even of Ireland, Maud Gonne MacBride, loveliest of rebels, 
and Countess Markieviez, wildest and most beleved. James 
Bourchier was there, too, trying to accomplish for his own 
country what he had accomplished for Bulgaria And then, 
perhaps for the first tme personally, I met Arthur Griffith, 
leader of Sinn Fen, a man of no gieat personal distinction 
m appearance, but having an enormous influence upon 
Irish lustory as he proved Thero, too, was Tim Healy, of 
the shrewd and biting word, speaking to mo chiefly on the 
Irish indifference to death, and the fresh and unusual stir 
of political interest among Insh women All of theso, 
together with many more, such as Stephen Gwynn and Hugh 
Law, both moderate members of the Parhamentary Party 
in Westmmster, agreed in opposition to the Consermtion 
Act, though differing so widely in temperament and upon 
most subjects of pubho hfe 

Only John Dillon stood alone and dejected, hke a buoy 
left stranded upon a harbour bank as the ebb-tide rushes 
pastit He was bitter against Sinn P'ein and Arthur Griffith, 
though he said he rather hked De Valera personally. He 
thought the Smn Fem movement exposed Ireland to 
another bloody massacre, ended all hope of conciliation, and 
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played into the bands of the British. Government, as of all 
who looked for an occasion to wipe the Irish out He actually 
thought General Henry Wilson had conceived a scheme for 
destroying all Irish leaders before another rismg could 
happen He said another violent rsmg would have happened 
already but for the restraint still exercised by the Church, 
though he and the bishops had great difficulty m findmg a 
formula that could bind the headlong younger priests and 
not divide the opposition to Conscription by driving Smn 
Fem out He himself would certainly return to Westmin- 
ster, but Sinn Fem had so split the Irish movement that 
there was now nothmg to back the Nationahsts, and the 
real chstmction lay only between the hopeful conclatory 
method and a defiant separatism, which might be very ideal 
and spiritual, but was hopeless of a future His fine and 
melancholy face was touched with a deeper shade of sorrow 
as he observed how every Irish leader was always sure of 
bemg abused and distrusted Such had been the fate even 
of Parnell himself, and, I reflected, Parnell in his wiath once 
called John Dillon a “ melancholy hnmbug!” 

Among all these characteristic Trish. people I was received 
with a welcome such as may justly gladden the heart of any 
Enghsh visitor It was that welcome of salutary frankness 
from which we English can easily learn why our country 18 
hated throughout the world Few of us now feel national 
conceit We accept contempt or abuse with what Carlyle 
called a ‘‘ godhke indifference,” but it 1s difficult to remain 
divinely indifferent to hints at our national vulgarity and 
mental vaeuum, msinuated with the dehcacy of an old- 
fashioned hatpm probimg the heart Overwhelmed by my 
native hnmihty, I could only gasp dumbly, like a fish on the 
sand, and sometimes I came away from the friendhest 
gathermgs feelmg hke a man who has been most skilfully 
operated upon for a disease he never had Yet, after bemg 
thus justly visited for the sms of my fathers, I was sure to 
return night after mght, drawa by the enchantment of 
mixmg with foreigners whose language I could readily 
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understand, and by whom I could be understood, if I spoke 
at all Nowhere else could I listen to conversation so copious, 
so Imaginative, so envenomed, so free from boredom and the 
wearisome trammels of accurate information 
Suddenly the tension broke Lord French, as Lieutenant- 
Governor, issued a Proclamation speaking of ‘ voluntary 
enlstment,' and the hope of “ securing a contribution of 
men without resort to compulsion” Lord French himself 
had been opposed to the Act from the first, but why the 
Bnitish Government stultified themselves by half-hearted 
_attempts to enforce it, I was not sure They had been 
drafting vast numbers of British soldiers, tanks, guns, 
and aeroplanes mto Ireland,-as though to crush out every 
opposition , but perhaps at the last moment they doubted 
what effect another bloody massacre in Ireland might have 
upon America and the neutrals Or, having about 130,000 
Inshmen already fightmg m the army, they doubted what 
might happen 1f they dragged ın a lot of Insh conscripts, and 
whether 1t was worth while to deplete our forces m France 
just to stamp upon '' the Sister Island " Besides, there was 
the food question The threatened agricultural strike would 
deprive England and our army of a chief source of supply ; 
for the export of cattle, potatoes, and other food had more 
than doubled since the war, and Ireland was now supplymg 
four-fifths of our total sustenance from abroad. Fortune’s 
wheel had turned, and hungrily rationed Enghsh visitors hke 
myself, contemplating the butchers’ shops m Dublin, could 
realise for the first time the ecstasy of tigers gazmg upon 
peaceful herds 
But the English Government had to save its face somehow. 
So 1t mvented a plot a man seen landmg on the west coast, 
im imitation of Roger Casement I was sleopmg happily 
in the Shelbourne Hotel, hopmg that the peril of conscription 
was overpassed, when at two m the morning came a knocking 
at my door, and I sprang up, fearmg goodness knows what ! 
The porter’s voice called out, rather too loudly, I thought, 
"There's a lady wants to gee you, sir!" Reassured and 
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even hopeful, I hurried downstairs and found poor Mrs 
Darrell Figgis standmg at the door ın extreme distress. Her 
husband had just been arrested and hurried away I had 
known Darrell Figgis at various times a man of somethmg 
approaching genius, marred by a personal and mental vanity 
exaggerated beyond the vamity of most other men What 
Mrs Figgis expected of me, a mere journalist, I never 
discovered, for she could do nothmg but repeat that her 
beloved husband had been carried off to the Castle, and a 
visit to the Castle gates by mght was useless Some sixty 
others, including Arthur Griffith and the Countess, had been 
arrested at the same time, and there was nothing more to 
be done I was to meet poor Figgis several times again 
on his way to the terrible “‘empassioned ” tragedy of his 
wife’s end, his lover’s end, and his own, but I have often 
thought how much better ıt would have been if he or his 
wife or his gaolers had selected the right moment for his 
death, which was that May night in 1918 

Next morning Gertrude Bannister Parry and I called on 
the Lord Mayor in the Mansion House, and found hm cool, 
sensible, and sympathetic, but powerless to summon a 
meeting of protest, as we asked The Conscription Act 
remained hanging over the country, and as late as October 
“ Æ ” hmself came over to London with Tom Johnson and 
James Douglas to reveal to the British Government the 
extreme danger of carrying 1+ out, as Lord Northoehffe's 
papers were still clamorously demanding But just at that 
time events were moving too rapidly for talk of conscription 
in Ireland or anywhere else The final crisis of the war had 
arrived, and with my usual good fortune, I was present at it 

In July, Robert Donald, who had been my friend on the 
Daily Chronicle ever since he became editor at the end of 
1903, asked me with his usual courtesy (I think he was the 
most courteous editor I have known) to take Philip Gibbs’s 
place in France for à month — Gibbs, whom I had known on 
the Chronicle m earlier days, and again in the Balkan War of 
1912, had won high distinction as & correspondent by per- 
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sistently remaming on the French front and sending long 
despatches of sympathetic description, which deeply stirred 
the emotions of the millions who daily read them m the 
Chromecle or Telegraph (which shared with the Chronicle), 
and many American papers He had deservedly made for 
himself a name almost universally knowa, but now he 
demanded one of his much needed intervals of rest, and the 
Chromcle and Telegraph chose me to take his place, though 
I was a much older man, and had, as I used to boast, been 
the first to instruct Gibbs im the essentials of military 
knowledge, such as the difference between a horse and a gun, 
between a company and an army corps, between a staff 
officer anda fool. Asit happened, my appointment involved 
an intolerable loss to Gibbs, for he missed just the month 
that marks one of the vital turnmg-points of history, and 
Donald refused to recall me till my appointed time was up. 

So after two years’ absence I found myself near to a front 
of war again, but for a correspondent how great was the 
difference ! In old days half one’s time, or more than half, 
was spent in findmg food and shelter for one’s horses, men, 
and self Provisions, cover, and transport absorbed an 
amount of energy and thought which the editors and our 
readers fondly supposed was devoted to witnessing battles, 
writing glorious despatches, and gallopmg with them, 
revolver in hand, to a distant telegraph station After the 
needs of hfe had somehow been scraped together, one had 
to see or discover or conjecture events and news which 1t was 
the first object of the General Staff and other officers to 
conceal or falsify Then began a hopeless search for the 
Censor, who was ashamed of his job and made it hus first 
object to hide away, and his second to reject everything one 
had written But now I was welcomed into the stately 
Chateau of Rollancourt, near Hesdin stately m front, but 
having httle more inside than a knife-blade. Copious food 
was provided three times a day, not to speak of afternoon 
tea! I had a real bedroom all to myself, and servants to 

1 See ** More Changes More Chances,” p 380 ' 
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make the bed, wash up, and cook Every evenmg I need 
only tell my officer where I wanted to go next day, and at 
dawn a motor would be snorting at the gate, ready for both 
of us When I had driven out, and seen or heard what I 
could in the time, I returned to the chateau at about 1 30, 
and met the other correspondents (there were only five or 
six of us) Each told where he had been and what he had 
seen or heard Knowledge was equally pooled There was 
no rivalry, no “scooping” After lunch all retired to. write 
composite despatches, the only chance of personal distinc- 
tion being the “‘ style,” that 1s, the way of looking at things, 
and the proportion kept By 330 our own Press Officers, 
acting as Censors and hving ın the château, had read and 
approved or disapproved They handed the messages to the 
despatch-nder, waiting at the door with his motor-cycle, 
and the thmg was done All had been organised and paid 
for by the Newspaper Proprietors’ Association, and the 
strain of a war-correspondent’s hfe was relaxed till 3t almost 
ceased Sometimes I rode out m the afternoon, especially 
to the corn-growing field of Agmcourt, with its little church 
that may possibly have witnessed a conflict forgotten but 
for Shakespeare, and sometimes we all went to hear the 
future plans for Rawlinson's or some other General's army 
l was equally fortunate in my officers and my colleagues 
‘Perry Robinson, a Westmmster boy, who had been at Christ 
Church with me, and had served many years m the Umted 
States, was for The Times and Daily News combined—a 
combination uxipieasing to his strongly conservative nature, 
but the leadmg London papers had been wisely hnked 
together according to their differences m politics Then 
there was Beach-Thomas, a Shrewsbury boy hke myself, 
and also from Christ Church, for the Day Mai and some 
second paper, I forget which And Percival Phillips was 
there for the Hapress and another, American by birth and 
education, my colleague m Barcelona, the Balkan War, and 
“other places, a scientific and detached observer of war as 
an art, carefully studying the mtention of each movement, 
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and ın the leisure of winter months gradually composmg an 
elaborate “ contour map ” of the whole front with shps of 
cardboard to show the relative heights and valleys of that 
undulating region And there was Herbert Russell, of 
Reuter’s, a Dorset and Devon man, with wide knowledge 
of the sea, but tied to Headquarters by hus special work 
now that he was on land That excellent writer Prevost 
Battersby, my colleague m the South African War and 
elsewhere, was serving Reuter with the Americans further 
south, and two correspondents for American papers were 
with us at Rollancourt I thmk those were all 

Our Press Officers or Censors were also exceptionally 
fine All of us stood under the command of Colonel Neville 
Lytton, brother of Lord Lytton, afterwards Governor of 
Bengal, and of Lady Constance Lytton, one of the most 
distinguished and heroic of the Suffragettes 1 He was by 
nature and trammg an artist, and his hfe m Pans gave him 
the mestimable advantage of speakmg real French — Lake 
all the other Press Officers he had been severely wounded 
before he became seconded to this post, Under him stood 
Captain Cadge, a Norfolk solicitor by birth and trammg, 
but now an indefatigable orgamser on our behalf, always 
calm, always ready, always at work I have often wondered 
why various titles of honour were offered to us correspondents 
after the war, but no notice was taken of a man hke that, 
whose service was far greater than ours Two others, 
Captain De La Bere and Captam Partridge, had been mn the 
Regular Cavalry before the war, and hke the rest badly 
wounded in France 

But most welcome to me of all was C E Montague, whom 
I had known by name, though perhaps not personally, 
when for many years he bad served on the leader-wiiting 
Staff of the Manchester Guardian, and was the dramatic 
critic as well In that height of our profession, he was so 
much moved by the invasion of Belgmm at the begmmng of 


* Seo “ More Changes More Chances,” p 305 And read Neville Lytton's 
book “ The Press and the General Staff *’ (1920) 
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the war that he dyed his white hai, and, with a splendid he, 
enlisted as a private ın the “ Sportsman’s Battalion,” for 
he was a famous mountaineer We have all heard of men 
whose dark hair through fear turned white in a single mght, 
but Montague 1s the only man I know whose white hair 
in a single night turned dark through courage In spite of a 
terrible wound during bomb-practice, he seemed to me a man 
of unshrinking nerves, never hesitating at a point of danger, 
and never revealing the fear that all mon feel but some can 
hide His eye for country, especially for tho course of water- 
sheds, was unerrmg, and ın consequence ıt was always a 
special pleasure to me when it was his turn to accompany 
me as my Press Officer, foi the lie of countiy 1s to me of 
peculiar interest But still more I delighted in his amazing 
knowledge of hterature, above all of Shakespeare He 
recognised the smallest reference, and exact quotations 
flowed from him so copiously that he had to dam them up 
by gallant self-restramt, though I could often watch the 
quotation sticking in his throat Through an unexpected 
quahty of mmd, he dishked takıng responsibility He was, 
indeed, almost pamfully modest, or perhaps he felt he was 
under superior orders as ın the Guardian office at home, 
and rather hkedit At all events he left most of the organis- 
ing business to Cadge, never gave advice or made suggestions 
as to where I ought to go next morning, rarely talked at 
mess, and never entered nto a dispute, except once, when 
one of us insulted Ireland. Then mdeed his blue eyes glared 
a deeper blue, and he seemed to tear the wietched victim to 
pieces and spread him on the floor. Next mmute he turned 
to me with a qmet apology ‘‘ You see,” he said, “ I’ve 
suffered thus a long tıme ”1 


1 O E Montague's bools aro well known My favourites are the merry 
tale of journahsm, “A Hind let Loose," '" The Right Place,” showing 
that 'eye for country,” and, for the war, “ Rough Justice,” “ Dis- 
enchantment ” (the finest criticism wiitten on the war), and some of the 
scenes ın “Fiery Particles”? After his retirement from the Manchester 
Guardian early in 1926, this incomparable man hved ın à beautiful old 
farmhouse at Burford in Oxfordshire, but died on Whit Sunday, May 26, 
1928, in Manchester, aged 61 


THE WAR’S TURNING POINT 141 


So that, for me personally, ıt was a happy interval 
Every mornmg I was able to visit some pomt on the front 
between the Ypres Sahent and the high ridge dividing the 
Ancre from the Somme, west of Amiens Some of those 
places, which war has made famous haunts for pilgrims, I 
had known four years before, and now found changed and 
fallen, gronnd into rubble, wndiscoverable but for notice- 
boards announcing their names Others I came to know 
for the first timc Vimy, St Eloi, Arras, Albert, and the 
valley of the Ancre And, by way of reviving old memories 
of beauty, I would sometimes be swept round by the west 
fronts of Amiens and Abbeville, or past the overloaded 
decoration of St Riqmer One day I had to take my turn 
in followmg the Kmg on a visit to Popermghe and Plumer’s 
famous Second Army 

Next day (August 7th) we were snmmoned to Rawlinson’s 
Headquarters at Fixecourt, and had the situation and the 
morrow's intentions explamed by General Montgomery and 
General Vivian By order of Foch, now m supreme com- 
mand, Mangin’s army had strongly connter-attacked 
Ludendorfi’s attempted thrust around Cháteau-Thieiry 
nearly three weeks before (July 18th), and now Rawlinson’s 
IVth Army was to co-operate by clearing the perilous front 
that threatened Amiens At two o’clock next morning 
Montague, Beach-Thomas, and I started from Rollancourt 
1n the dark, and passing through Doullens, reached the long 
high ridge that mses from the fine but shattered church of 
Corbie, about seven mules east of Amiens, and between the 
Ancre and Somme stretches to Bray, and thence to Peronne 
On the south side, beyond the Somme and all 1ts reedy pools, 
it overlooks the once fertile undulating plam of Santerre, 
marked by the well-known names of Villers-Bretonneux, 
Hamel, Rosiéres, Chaulne, and Roye, down as far as 
Montdidier, where the French hne began 

By the time we had climbed to the top of the mdge 1t was 
getting hght, buta white mist, as of autumn, veiled the whole 
country and prevented any clear view of the plam, over 
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which the guns kept up a ceaseless booming Montague 
walked with me a mule or two along the ndge until we 
reached à point known as ‘‘ Welcome Wood,” where we 
had come under shell-fire only a day or two before All was 
now quiet there, but the mist did not hft It was bitterly 
disappointing, foi, without any scientific reasoning, I felt 
assured that this August 8th was the turning pot of all 
the war That vague hope was strengthened when large 
bodies of men came marchmg in order towards us dowu the 
road They were Geman prisoners, whole companies of 
them, and though Gennans had been captured by thousands 
before, I greeted these as evidences of victory, though 
without reason, and I was rnght On that misty ridge, from 
which I could but dimly discern dark Ines of what appeared 
to be infantry, mterspersed with larger objects that might 
be tanks or guns, I was present at the cardinal point of what 
Ludendorff has called his “‘ Black Day” But long before 
the sun could clear the view, we were obliged to hurry back 
to compose the joint telegrams of hope 

On the following days, starting many hours before dawn, 
I walked over the hideous scene of battle just south of the 
Somme, finding it thickly strewn with the dead of both armies 
and many evidences of the Geimans’ hurried retreat guns 
abandoned, kit and pathetic letters from home left in the 
dug-outs along the river bank But here and there gallant 
parties of the enemy remained as rearguard, and mm trying 
to cross the Somme by a rickety bridge to the shattered 
village of Chipilly, I was met by rapid rifle-fire, which would 
probably have killed some of our party if we had gone m & 
bunch But, happily, I went alone, and, once more to 
parody the Greek historian, an easier thing to hit 1s many 
men than one man, difficult, 1f moving, very 

On another day, 1$ being Saturday and the correspondent’s 
holday (ıt was August 10th), Cadge and I were able to reach 
points much further off, and, when in Le Quesnoy beside 
the long straight road from Amiens to Roye, we came under 
heavy fire from field guns and aeroplanes, so that something 
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struck me on the head just as I was drawing a rough plan 
of the road in front For at the moment my attention was 
fixed upon a large body of our cavalry, meluding several 
of the 3rd Dragoon Guards, who came trottmg happily past 
us along the road, and then extended to open order across 
the open ground on both sides I suppose the intention was 
to capture by assault the small town of Roye, lymg about 
three miles im front beyond a low ridge that concealed 16. 
As might have been expected even by a oivihan, they found 
the apparently open ground thickly scarred with deep 
trenches and crossed by wire entanglements, utterly 1mpass- 
able for cavalry, or for anything else, except perhaps tanks 
The men began closing up to a centre on the road, and when 
formed there under shell-fire, 1 suppose they received the 
order to charge, for perhaps the commandmg officer 
remembered Balaclava Along that straight and open road 
they charged at full gallop At the top of the rismg ground, 
one saw dark and thickish httle woods, called the Bois-en- 
Zed from their shape, one on each side of the road As our 
cavalry drew nearer and nearer, a raging storm of machine- 
gun and rifle-fire came shriekmg upon them from those two 
woods, and they melted away Two days later, following 
the Canadians’ front Ime, I was able to advance almost up 
to the woods, and just one week after the charge I could 
enter them and look dowu the reverse slope to Roye, which 
was bemg heavily bombarded But along that straight 
road, on both sides and im the centre, the corpses of our 
men and horses lay thick, blackenmg and rotting where 
they fell 

As the enemy gradually retired, our head-quarters were 
moved from Rollancourt to the older and more substantial 
chateau of Vauchelles, within easy walking distance of St 
Whifran’s great but unfinished church at Abbeville, and the 
deep river rnnning between ancient walls And just a week 
after that turnmg-pomt of the war on August 8th, I was able 
to attend the thanksgiving service at Amiens for the 
preservation of the cathedral, and no Frenchman present 
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could have been more thankful than T, to whom the building 
had long been so familhar that eyen under the protective 
sacking which covered the porches J could staagine cach of 
the sculptured Biblical figures and scenes 

So the long days went past, and on cach I was able to 
accompany ono part or other of our victorious linc as it 
advanced Two days especially remain ulumincd in my 
memory Onowas August 24th, whon I went with Montague 
to the site of Mesmil, a villago steeply overhanging the valley 
of the Ancre, opposite tho ill-omened heights of ‘nepval 
We made our way down through the bare stichs of what was 
once a wood, but was now strewn with appalling fragments 
of man, and Montague looked at me sideways now and then 
to see if I noticed them I did notice them, but there was 
nothing left to say So we came to the edge of the flooded 
Ancre and its marshes, across which we balanced our way 
upon a few boards It was doubtful how far we should 
proceed up the opposite slopes just south of Thipval 
Wood, for the Germans, though evidently retreating, still 
held the top of the long ridges. But, pointing to the base of a 
shattered windmill and the ruins of a few huts at the 
summit, Montague said, “‘ That’s Poziéres,” and I knew 
Poziéres had stood on the famous road from Albert to 
Bapaume, close neighbour to terrible Contalmaison It 
was impossible to turn back Up the deserted grass wo 
climbed from pomt to pomt till we saw British soldiers 
swaimmg out from Thiopval wood on our loft, and suddenly 
small *' pockets " of Geimans appeared, msing from pits and 
shallow ravines in our front A New Zealander, having a 
revolver but no cartridges, had just jomed us, and so we 
called upon the advancing enemy to surrender This they 
did very wilhngly, poor fellows, holdmg up theu hands, 
and at our command throwing away their rifles Montague 
and I formed a httle batch of seven mto marchmg order, and 
conducted them back down the slope and across the river 
again Conversing with them on the way, I found that 
three were still under nmeteen, one was a good Socialist 
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all were dead sick of the war, all mtelhgent and quite good- 
tempered One told me regretfully that his mother had a 
nice little house near Frankfurt-on-Oder, and always kept 
a good bed with clean sheets ready waiting for him, but here 
he had been for months coated im mud, sleeping in filth 
among rats, and covered with hee It was the simple lamen- 
tation of millions on both sides After looking at me rather 
curiously, he asked if 1t was usual for British officers to go 
into battle unarmed, and 1 had to shuffle the answer, con- 
veying the impression, 1 fear, that British officers were too 
courageous to depend upon mere weapons Handing our 
` capture over to the authorities at Mesnil, Montague and I 
then proceeded. down stream to the piteous rums of Albert, 
where shells were still throwmg up clouds of dust from 
crashing masonry 

My other day was on the 26th, when I went with Neville 
Lytton through Doullens and Beaumetz to Boyelles, about 
half-way between Arras and Bapaume, whence we crossed. 
the ruined railway and road into a high grass country with 
wide depressions and mdges Lytton had to stop on the 
summit of the highest ridge, being stall lame from a wound, 
but I went on, wishing to look over a distant crest which I 
knew must conceal the httle town of Croisilles Unhappily, 
the Germans still held the towa, having resisted two attacks 
of a Middlesex regiment, and 1n a shallow trench near the 
top of the crest I found a thm hne of the Middlesex under 
command of a major, who told me he had already lost two 
hundred men The survivors were bemg horribly harassed 
by shells and the hissing ram of machine-guns, which 1s, I 
think, the most terrifymg means of death , for it 18 aimed, 
and yet it scatters Havmg discovered that I was not a 
correspondent who had worked his men up to murderous 
rage by makmg out that they thoroughly enjoyed the war, 
and especially gong “over the top,” the major kindly led 
me back under this disagreeable fire to have a drmk in the 
officers’ shelter, and I then returned to Lytton across the 


breezy upland, unpleasantly pursued with vanous forms of 
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deadly missiles all the wav It was to bo ms Int experience 
of &erious danger in opon and internationnl war 

'That ex ning Philip Gibbs came bach, naturally enraged at 
having missed all the ovontful month, and reluctantly I had 
to mako my way home, only cheered by the dehghtful 
compantonghip of Aubrey Herbert, «ho was coming from 
some wild mission to Albanin History moved swiftly then 
Bulgaria collapsed, Turkey and Austria sued for perce 
Lord Milner told the Evening Standard that we had better 
make peace while there was someone to mahe it with 
President Wilson proposed his promising terms, and, going 
to the Russian Ballet nt the Coliseum on Octobcr 12th, I 
saw suddenly displayed on the sercen the words, '* Germany 
has accopted President Wilson’s terms and will begin 
evacuation” The audience rose and cheered without 
stopping, but a woman near me remarked, “I’m not blood- 
thirsty, but I’m disappointed” The announcement was, 
in fact, premature, and many in the country shared that 
woman’s sentiment many who, like a poct 1n the Cambridge 
Magazine, were heard lamenting 


“They are taking away My War! 
Now, just as it was becoming most beautiful to me and precious 
I: cannot end now! Itas not finished 1” 


Think what a sad deprivation peace must always bring to 
those who spend their time shifting about little flags on 
maps and expounding strategy to aged members of the 
Clubs , or who pile up in banks the rich harvest of death , 
or love to parade Parliament Strect ın martial garb! And 
then there were all the thousands of men and women who 
for years had toiled in munition sheds, engineer shops, oF 
aeroplane factories, earning wages that for the first time in 
their hves gave them plenty to eat, and even intervals of 
pleasure “They are takmg away Our War!" so many 
cried, but 1n spite of protests 16 was taken away 

Early m November, since my book on the Dardanelles 
Campaign was at last published, I was able to return as an 
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addition to the small body of our correspondents m France 
The War Office sent me out at the special request of those 
correspondents and their Press Officers " Laudam a 
laudatis?" there 1s no finer comphment, and only once 
have I enjoyed that compliment m a higher degree So 
back to France I went, accompanied by a lively and amagina- 
five young journalist, Cecil Roberts, whose stay with us was, 
unfortunately, brief I found that our quarters had now 
been advanced to Lille, where the Vauban fortifications 
would have filled Uncle Toby with ecstasy Next day 
(November 9th), I drove out through Le Quesnoy, which 
had just been occupied by New Zealanders, to the old fortress 
of Maubeuge, through which the Sambre rushes to the 
Meuse, and where shells were still occasionally fallmg 
Then, after a service of thanksgivmg ım the fine cathedral 
of Tournai which the Fifth Army occupied the day before 
then came the long-expected hour. 

It was Monday, November 11th, and I was determined to 
reach Mons, though ıt was said to be impossible Montague 
was my guide, and we took the safest route, driving south- 
east along the solid roads, instead of attemptmg the direct 
way through the marshes At Orchies we heard the Armistice 
had been signed, to begin at eleven, and that troops were to 
remain in position, without communication with the enemy 
Was i6 possible to reach Mons by eleven? We rushed 
through a forest to the deserted city of Valenciennes, and 
turning sharp left followed the canal, scene of heroic disaster 
four years before We met no “ Angels ” on the road, but 
swarms of returning refugees, and the population of that 
laborious region thickly hned the way, cheermg and shouting 
and weeping for Joy at sight of us Tndeed, xf we Enghsh 
were not trained from the cradle to suppress all signs of 
emotion, I might have shouted and wept myself But my 
journalist mind was concentrated on the question could we 
force our way through the crowds m time ? 

At last we reached the thm woods or public gardens of a 
suburb, m which the bodies of some Germans were lying 
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about, unlucky men lulled a few hours before peace could 
save thom Swinging sharply again to the left, we ran right 
into Mons itself, and drew up in the beautiful old marhet- 
place before the town hall ‘Ihe 7th brigade of the 3rd 
Canadian Division stood formed up in the square, together 
with a squadron of the Sth Lancers (Irish) An aeroplane 
diopped brilhant white stars overhead — Brigadier-Gcneral 
Clark, 1n command of the Canadians, read the terms of the 
Armistice, and called for cheers for King Albert The 
Enghsh and Belgian National Anthems were played Even 
the town-hall chimes attempted “‘ God save the King,” and 
“ Tipperary,” and all the people shouted and sang One 
seldom sces such joy, and this was in Mons 

The struggle back to Lille was very severe, and I reached 
it only just in time to send off a brief telegram by the des- 
patch-rider I foolishly thought the mere account of such 
& ceromony—such an historic event in such a place—an 
account that could be sent by no other correspondent, and 
which I had laboured with such excitement to get, and 
under the guidance of a man equally excited with myself 
I foolishly thought that my editors would be pleased to have 
1t But they were not pleased They expected columns of 
slush, and so they had a right to be disappointed, for they 
did not get them To myself their telegraphed reproaches 
were also bitter disappomtments, but such bitterness 1s too 
common in a journalist’s life to poison one’s nature long 
I ought to have realised earher ın my carcer that a war- 
correspondent 1s best appieciated 1f he hangs about behind 
the lmes and telegraphs “ gup ” and " sob-stuff " But for 
myself the harsh and salutary lesson now came too late 

The remainder of my duties in Trance and Belgium con- 
sisted chiefly in listening to hurrahs and receiving embraces, 
of which I won by far the biggest share upon entering Ghent 
hike him who brought the citizens good news , for I was the 
first Enghshman to appear there m umform (November 
12th) Then I had to visit Bruges, and to see the King and 
Queen of the Belgians enter beside the great river of Antwerp, 
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and stand before their hberated people m the beautiful 
gilded square of Brussels Waterloo, Namur, Huy, Louvain, 
Tnége followed in quick succession, and at the last-named 
city I saw a wietched woman having her hair cut off m the 
market-place on the charge of giving her favours to Germans 
while they were im possession. It remmded me of “ Boule 
de Suef’? She shmeked and struggled and escaped, little 
knowing how soon short hair would be mm fashion At Spa, 
scene of the Kaiser’s abdication and flight, just when he 
might have donned ns white uniform and walked up and 
down the trenches till a bullet found him, we saw burlesque 
representations of His Majesty hanging from trees and 
across the roads On December ist, Beach-Thomas, Cecil 
Roberts and I waited at the frontier bridge near Malmédy 
(then German) until the trumpet sounded for the 4th 
Dragoon Guards and a Lancer Regiment to advance as 
vanguard to the lst Cavalry Division Crossing at once, we 
were the first to enter German territory, and ran quickly 
onward into the httle towu, where the population was chiefly 
in church, listening ,to a fine exhortation to peaceful 
behaviour, delivered in French I called on the Landrath, 
Freiherr von Korff, who, mistaking me for the General, began 
to appeal for his people, fearmg that one among them might 
accidentally cause a bomb or rifle to go off, and our men 
would take vengeance I was able to reassure him, and m 
fact our cavalry were already passmg m perfect order through 
the town, the people standing aloof but watchmg them with 
interest, and thanking heaven we were not French or Belgians 
Next day and mght we held great revelry m the frontier 
town of Verviers, all the people dancmg m long strings, 
hand to hand with our men up and down the steep roads, 
as though they could never stop And so I came again 
to Charlemagne's great church at Aix, and then, at Cologne, 
to the Rhine itself (December 5th) on the banks of which I 
was to remam for two full months 

On the 16th Haig had all the correspondents gathered 
at the entrance to the great Kaiser Bridge over the Rhme, 
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and delivered us a little speech ın the best halting English 
manner, but, m the best English manner also, he mserted 
at the end the duty of concluding a fair and honourable 
peace without thought of vengeance He then presented 
each of us with a tmy Union Jack attached to a stick of 
firewood, so that we withdrew proud as school children after 
a feast All the other correspondents went home that day, 
but Montague remained till Christmas Eve, and about this 
time Lacon Watson appeared for Reuter’s, always so genial, 
so Sensible, and such a model of moderation and freedom from 
perilous zeal A few other correspondents drifted to and fro 
Ward Price came too for the Day Mol, and at the request 
of officers in the cavalry barracks across the river, we two 
exercised their horses, riding far out into the beautiful forests 
around Bensberg 1 

My editors asked me to stay on owing to the disturbed 
state of the country, and the divergent accounts of the 
Rhmeland No wonder Germany was disturbed After 
centuries of closely concentrated government from above, 
first by petty Kings and Grand Dukes, and for the last 
forty-eight years by the Kaiser and his Ministers in Berlin, 
all bonds of allegiance and law were suddenly broken, and 
an unusually orderly people, accustomed to obey without 
hesitation, found themselves loose and undirected as sheep 
without a dog Ignorant of self-government in practice, they 
turned to the region of theories and ideas, upon which the 
German nature browses most freely Endless discussions 
as to the best form of Constitution were held im halls and 
beer-houses, and listenmg hour after hour, I learnt something 
of the infimte varieties of Socialism As 1s usual in such 
discussions, the main division lay between the Majority or 
Moderate Socialists, upholding such government as remained 
~ im Berlin, and the “ Independents,” very nearly identified 
with the Left Wing which took the name of “ Spartacus ” 


1 It was on one of these rides that I came unawares upon an old wooden 
inn bearing a record of Goethe’s presence there in 1774, and at once war, 
British Army, and all vamshed from my mund, and I was back in the 
age of Werther See “ Changes and Chances," p 59 
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from the loader of the Roman gladiators and slaves in revolt 
(73-72 Bc) The presence of the Allicd armies held these 
divisions within the bounds of verbal debate, but in Berlin 
a Spartacist rismg led to the atrocious murder of Rosa 
Luxemburg and Lacbknecht by the Government police, and 
there was much disturbance even in Dusseldorf and the 
great coal and iron districts of the Ruhr I myself could not 
penetrate mn that direction beyond the stecl town of Solingen, 
as we were not allowed across the Lines of Occupation 
But danger to the country as a whole was also threatened 
by a section of the well-to-do citizens who armed at a 
Rhmeland Repubhe, and were much encomaged by the 
French, especially by General Mangin, upon whom I called 
m his headquarters at Mamz He declared that the 
population in all that region were only longing to be united 
to France, and so he was preparing the way for that 
“ Separatist > movement which was afterwards to give so 
much trouble to Germany and ourselves 

The condition of the German people was indeed deplorable 
enough to promote revolution, 1f any revolution could have 
supphed livehhood It1s true that orders were received from 
England by certain of the correspondents to represent 
Germans as bemg fat and prosperous, and as ordered the 
information was supplied ! But the facts were the reverse 
German wives and mothers had patched and cleaned the 
clothes till hardly any of the originals was left, and the long 


1 “ We had not been long ın Cologne when thero arrived in hot haste 
$& young pressman from London Ho loohed a fino strong man He 
seemed to be one of the malo Vestals who havo 1t for their trado to fecd 
the eternal flame of hatred between nations, mstend of cleaning out 
stables or domg some other work fit fora male Fos train had fortunately 
brought hum just in time for luncheon This ho ate and drank with 
goodwill, complaming only that the wine, which seemed to me good, 
was not better He than slept on his bed till tea-time Reanimated with 
tea, he said gemally, ‘ Well I must bo getting on with my mission of hate,’ 
and retired to his room to wnte a vivacious account of the wealth and 
luxury of Cologne, the guzzling in all cafés and restaurants, the fair round 
bellies of all the worlang class, the sleek and rosy children of the poor 
I read 1t, two days after, m hus paper"  "' Disenchantmont,” by O E 
Montague, p 176 Ist edition, 
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rusty overcoats worn by men and women covered little. 
The virulent epidemic of influenza that fell upon most of 
Europe that autumn had Jalled vast numbers, and Icft the 
remainder weak and hopeless Food of all hinds was scarce 
and becoming scarce: owing to the British blockade, which 
was shamefully prolonged for nine months after the Armistice 
Among the working classes the condition of the cluldren was 
hideous Professor Siegert, in charge of the Children’s 
Hospital in Lindenburg, a south-west suburb of Cologne, 
took me several times over the wards and showed me rows 
of infants dying of starvation They had no weight, no 
growth, no sense Their limbs were thin as stichs, but 
shapeless and boneless The mothers had no milk, the 
French had requisitioned vast numbers of the cows, and those 
that remained gave unwholesome milk Even where milk 
could be found, the babies could not drink it, as there was 
no rubber for the teats of the bottles, and they could not 
suck the substitutes of glass or bone} I found the same 
conditions of starvation and misery as I went from house to 
house and story to story in the working streets of the city 
The same again in Solingen and Crefeld, when I visited them 
and consulted the Burgeimeisters and the town doctors 
The British blockade was killing more Germans than our 
gins had killed throughout the war And on the top of 
starvation lay the influenza, actmg upon a population 
long exhausted by hardship and reduced in vitality by a 
potato diet General Clive, who held command of Cologne, 
generously supported the famous Burgermeister, Dr 
Adenauer, in his efforts at alleviation, but while the blockade 
lasted there was little to be done, and the people, especially 
the children, continued to die 

For a long time past the 1ations had been insufficient to 
support hfe at full energy, and pamful scarcity had lasted 
over two years Potatoes, bread, meat, and margarine 


1 Englısh women finely responded to my report on this point by sending 
hundreds and thousands of rubber teats to be distributed ın Cologne 
and other German cities 
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(made from the bones of slaughtered beasts) had run short. 
Rations, as Dr. Krautwig, o leading physician, told the City 
Couned of Cologne early in February, 1919, were ''just 
too much for death and not enough for life” There was no 
milk for anyone over three, and only half a pint, and that 
bad, for babies No butter, no lard, no cheese, no fish But 
a few profiteers, feeding lke ghouls, or hke the profiteers i 
England, upon the blood of them country, had scraped 
fortunes together, and could afford the prices charged in 
big restaurants, where an ordinary lumoh without wine 
cost fifty marks a head These were the people, I suppose, 
to whom a correspondent referred when he wrote that 
the population was “exuding fat" For the rest, when 
I wondered how calmly the conquered received the invading 
armies, the Burgermeister replied, “‘ We are too exhausted 
even to hate " 

The official reporb made by our Mihtaiy Authorities m 
the occupied area said ‘‘ The supply from the rest of 
Germany allows no reserve, nor are the rations adequate for 
proper nourishment Tnfant mortality has greatly mcreased, 
and the population has been so weakened that workmg hours 
have to be reduced The poor are suffermg severely ” 
Still more permanently disastrous than the food shortage 
was the stoppage of work owing to the blockade and to the 
terms of the Armistice forbidding export of goods across the 
frontiers of the occupied territories, which mcluded many of 
the mdustrial centres Hunger and want of work those 
are the chief material causes of human misery, and 1t was 
evidently the desire of the victorious Alles to reduce 
Central Europe to a desert of mmn inhabited by skeletons, 
such as Germany was at the end of the Thirty Years War. 
I do not beheve that the great majority of the Enghsh people 
contemplated with pleasure a massacre of the mnocent, 
or even of the guilty Yet, mamly owmg to our blockade, 
that was the result approaching And Clause XXVI ın the 
terms of the Armistice, trusting to which Germany had 
surrendered, laid 1t down. “‘ The Alhes and United States 
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contemplate the provisionmg of Germany during the 
armistice as shall be found necessary” “ What 1s neces- 
sary?” said the jesting Alhes, and waited not for an 
answer 

“ War mussen mel wmlernen," was then the motto of the 
Germans, always so docile a people They had mdeed 
to change their aspect and unlearn much, and one of their 
lessons was never agam to put trust ın the tender mercies 
of their enemies But as to the kindliness, the humour, and 
the generous behaviour of the British soldiers themselves 
withm the hmits of our occupation, no praise could be. 
excessive Naturally they were dehghted with the change 
from the trenches ın France to the cleanlmess and order of 
ther German quarters They did not exactly fraternise 
with the people, but often they said to me, “ We take to 
these Huns They're more like us ! 

To reveal the truth of these conditions was my mam work 
during the early weeks of 1919, but the loneliness after 
Montague departed made me long for recall Impatience at 
monotony, and nnwillingness to suffer the extreme hardship 
of unoccupied waiting have always been my besetting sms 
as a correspondent But the tedium was relieved by the 
appearance of William Rothenstemn, the painter, at 
Beethoven's Bonn,,so short a distance up the river, and by 
opportunities of trying (quite in vam) to appreciate the 
formlessness of modern music Once also I drove far over 
the stormy mountains of the Eiffel to the beautiful city of 
Luxemburg, which I found 1n a state of peaceful revolution 
(January 10) For, under French imfluence, the Grand 
Duchess Marie Adelheid had just been compelled to abdicate, 
for the cryme of having entertained the Kaiser at the begin- 
ning of the war a crime which she could hardly have refused 
to commit 


CHAPTER VI 


"HE BURDEN OF IRELAND 


“TI ever thought at the most uncontrolled and unwersally agreed maxim, 


that freedom consists an a people beng governed by laws made with their 
own consent, and slavery «n the contrary 

« It 48 a. known story of the dumb boy, whose tongue forced a passage for 
speech by the horror of seeing a dagger at his father’s throat This may 
lessen the wonder that a tradesman hid wn privacy and silence should cry out 


when the lıfe and bering of his political mother are attempted before his face, 
and by so infamous a hand” 


Swirt’s “ Drapier’s Letters,” VI 


“ A conquered nation 1s hhe a man with a cancer he can think of nothing 
else, and 18 forced to place himself, to the exclusion of all better company, in 
the hands of quachs who profess to treat or cure cancer 

** English rule as such an intolerable abomination that no other subject can 
reach the people Nationalism stands between Ireland and the light of tha 
world | Nobody «n Ireland. of any wntelligence likes Nationalism any more 
than a man with a broken arm likes having rt set A healthy nation rs as 
unconscious of ts tatvonality as a healthy man of his bones But xf you 
break a nation's nationality vt will think of nothing else but getting t set agamn 
It will listen to no reformer, to no philosopher, to no preacher, until the demand 
of the Nationalist rs granted It will attend to no business, however vital, 
except the business of unification and liberation ” 


Preface for Politicians, ‘‘ John Bull’s Other Island,” by BERNARD SHAW 


FTER returnmg from Cologne m February, I was 
kept m London for the greater part of 1919, the 
distractions of London bemg mrtigated only by 

brief commissions to Ireland and Denmark Tn London an 
Englishman may enjoy a certain amplitude of hfe, and I 
have fonnd ıt the only place where I can fully understand 
what people mean The cheerful wony of the London 
working classes is to me a natural speech, and the open- 
hearted or sceptical tolerance of the educated people accepts 
almost anyone who can touch without boredom upon sport, 
pohties, and even hterature But ''distraction " 18 a mild 
word for the price the Londoner pays Writing of Edward 
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living's death, Carlyle said “Scotland sent him forth a 
Herculean man, our mad Babylon wore him and wasted 
him, with all her engines , and i16 took her twelve years "! 
The engines of London were set to wear and waste us very 
savagely in that year, 1919, and perhaps our fond expectation 
of a peaceful existence after the war made our spirits the 
more sensitive to their teeth 

For myself, I continued to wiite regularly every week for 
the Nation under Massingham, usually ‘‘ middles ” (essays 
upon some definite subject of current or permanent interest), 
but sometimes “Jeaders,” and occasionally signed des- 
eriptive articles, when I could speak with the assurance of 
personal knowledge I still felb aggrieved that my editor 
refused to allow me to sign the “ middles ” The roundabout 
ways of saying '' L," such as “ we ” or “ the present waiter,” 
always annoy me in essays that are essentially personal , 
and if I happened to wiite a ‘“‘ middle” upon some 
subject that concerned me mtimately, I should have hked 
readers to know who wiote it, besides, my future position in 
the trade had to be considered For outside the Nakon 
office my name was hkely to remain entirely unknown, as 16 
remamed But Massmgham's refusal continued fim His 
thoughts were rightly fixed on the paper's advantage, and he 
beheved that ordmary readers, knowing nothmg about 
newspapers, would credit him with a large and varied 
staff, whereas ın reality his regular staff numbered three, or 
at most four Brailsford, Tomhnson, and myself, though 
Hammond, J A Hobson, and Masterman often came 1n, 
with enviable power, but not with weekly regularity I 
still think he was wrong, for a '* mddle," mmhke a “ leader,” 
must have a private and personal tone But my judgment 
may be perverted by disappomted vanity which 1s the same 
as vexation of spirit For though my “ stuff” was some- 
times praised by such model critics as Lord Morley, Mr 
Asquith, and Mr Birrell, all the readers remained ignorant 
of my existence 

* Essay on '" The Death of Edward Irving," 1835, 
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No matter for that. Under such an editor, at all events, 
` there was not much chance of peaceful meditation, or of 
cheerful acquiescence, m the events of that terrible year 
The end of the war was followed, 16 1s true, by an outburst of 
false prosperity, enriching profiteers and a few manufacturers, 
mainly owing, as Masterman, with his irom cynicism, used 
to tell us, to the demand for decorated mghtgowns and under- 
hnen among the harlots of Argentina But the gradual 
return of demobihsed men by hundreds of thousands 
disorgamised the labour market, and the men themselves 
found no place for their only marketable goods (their power 
of work), whereas durmg the war they had been promised 
all manner of pleasing rewards situations kept open, widely 
distributed kisses, and homes for heroes Add the fall in the 
purchasmg value of wages to the merease of unemployment 
owing to the spoils extracted from Germany, and you need 
not wonder at the strikes that afflicted the coal-miners 
and all the country, enlminating m the railway strike of 
September, which astonishingly revealed the joys of honest 
toil to the rich and great A noble lord, for mstance, was 
proud to milk goats in Hyde Park as his contribution to 
the country's safety 
But more disastrous than even our mternal discontents 
was, in the first place, the crazy attempt of the Coalition 
Government to “put down Bolshevism” mm Russia by 
landing forces at Archangel in support of Koltchak, Denikin, 
and Yudénitch, who were attackmg the armies of Lenin and 
Trotsky from other sides As might have been expected, 
the intervention of foreigners only strengthened the central 
Government in Russia, and after months of futile effort and 
expenditure, Mr Churchill’s enterprise was ignommuiously 
abandoned 
The whole episode was cause enough for mdignation, but 
a stronger cause still was the atrocious Peace which vengeance 
was begetting upon ignorance amid the msolent revelries 
_ Of Versailles From a Memorandum of March 1919, since 
published, we have learned that Mr Lloyd George went to 
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that fatal Conforence with lugh ideals and generous impulses 
His purposes wero almost as fino as President Wilson’s, his 
mind moro alert, his ignorance of Europe not conspicuously 
more profound. But against the silent, rock-hewn figure of 
Clemenceau, that old Frenchman in suéde gloves, described 
by Mr Keynes, the intentions of goodwill and gencrosity 
beat in vain? When a collection of '' the httle epicures of 
revenge "' in our Parliament presented Mr George with an 
ultimatum threatening withdrawal of thor support, ho 
collapsed , he shrank hke an cbbing tide So at was that 
Versailles envenomed international hatreds more than the 
war itself, and ontalled upon Europe a longer train of 
misery 

No wonder the editor of the Natron was overcome with 
justifiable rage, which diverted his sympathies from the 
supposed representative of England for the rest of his hfe 
And he did not stand alone in his condemnation Writing 
while the Conference, in which he had acted for our Treasury, 
was still sittmg, Mr Maynard Keynes said 


* According to this vision of the future, European history 
is to be a perpetual prize-fight, of which France has won this 
round, but of which this 10und 15 certainly not the last ” 


Or take what C E Montague wrote in his book, “ Dis- 
enchantment ”’ 


** Germany lay at our feet, a world’s wonder of downfall, 
" & very Lucifer, fallen, broken, bereaved beyond all the 
retributive guiefs which Greek tragedy shows you afflicting 
the great who were insolent, wilful, and proud But ıb was 
not enough for our small epicures of revenge The 
soldier could only look on while the scurvy performance 
dragged itself out till the meanest of treaties was signed at 
Versailles,” 


Or, again, what Sir Ian Hamilton wrote m “The 
Millennium 2 ”’ 


1 See “Economie Consoquonces of the Peace,” by John Maynard 
Keynes 
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** Fatal Versailles ! Not a hne not one lme m your treaty 
to show that those boys (our friends who were dead) had 
been any better than the emperors , not one hne to stand for 
the kindliness of England, not one word to bring back some 
memory of the generosity of her sons p ' 


To recall the generosity of Wellmgton when France and 
her very Lucifer had similarly lain at our feet a hundred and 
four years earher, was a hard stram upon the behef in 
democracy and '* human progress " which we Liberals were 
once taught to accept After Versailles our prophets could 
rio longer offer us the hope of Positivist, Optimist, or Mehorist 
advance, and since then we have mdeed been draiming to tts 
dregs the cup of bitter prophecy 

In regard to our follies in Russia and our acquiescence m 
the crime of Versailles, even Massmgham in bis Nation 
could do httle beyond the almost impotent mdignation of 
words, and I could do stall less Perhaps I achieved some 
small effect by denouncmg up and down the country our 
atrocious system of blockade; continued for seven months 
after the Armistice, and causmg the deaths of thousands of 
men, women, and children among Germany’s peaceful 
population As I was but a journalist and had stood alone 
in revealing the actual effects of this abomination when I 
was in Cologne, no great attention was paid to my protests 
until, carly ın March, General Plumer, commanding on the 
Rhine, telegraphed to Mr Lloyd George that the discipline 
of the British troops was bemg wndermmed by the spectacle 
of the suffermgs among German women and children under 
ihe stress of hunger Even Versailles then agreed, 1n return 
for a rigorous system of payment, to send monthly supphes 
oiiood But equally serviceable ım the end was the creation 
ofa“ Fight the Famine ” Committee organised b 
Quakers and other friends of mme amo i i d uox 

a ng “ The Stage Auny 
of the Good,” as I called it a mere handful of merciful 


People, who contrived by ther ubiquitous energy to conceal 


the paucity of their numbers From time to time in our 


? See note at end of chapter 
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history that Stage Army of Mercy has stood ready for active 
service, always maintaining the prestige of the English name 
far more truly than the armies that are not required to 
march round behind the scenery and back again to the 
footlights 

Among the “ distractions " of the time, one or two may be 
accounted pleasurable, though distracting Such certainly 
was the celebration of Ruskin’s memory by a meeting 1n the 
Fine Arts Society’s rooms, Adelphi, on the centenary of his 
birth (February 8th), followed by the formation of a com- 
mittee to arrange an exibition of his drawings Ina previous 
volume I have tried to express my admiration for Ruskin, 
and my deep gratitude for his fluence as an observer of 
nature, a draughtsman, a hterary critic, and a Tory Revolu- 
tionis hke myself! $o I was dehghted to jom Howard 
Whitehouse, of Bembridge, E; 'T Cook, who by his biography 
and the superb edition of all Ruskin’s works had erected such 
a monument as few men of genius have obtamed , Alexander 
Wedderburn, who assisted ın the erection of that monument , 
Lord Bryce, Sydney Carlyle Cockerell, of the Fitzwilham 
Museum in Cambridge , Charles Aitken, of the Tate Gallery, 
Bernard Shaw, and a few others 1n arranging the meetings 
and the exhibition 

At the centenary meeting, I noticed that E T Cook 
spoke far the best, as was only natural, J A Hobson 
admirably too, Lord Bryce fairly, myself poorly, and 
Mackail like a burlesque of the Oxford manner, full of 
quabfications and half-beliefs We of the appomted com- 
mittee worked throughout the summer, meeting regularly 
in the House of Commons, and gathering a fine collection 
of Ruskin’s drawings for an exhibition that opened at the 
Royal Academy on October Ist It was a display of smgular 
beauty and interest, the drawmgs bemg m themselves 
numerous and exquisite enough to have glorified the whole 
hfe of any single artist, and side by side with the drawings 
stood the noble series of his books By pezmission of Sir 

1 “ Changes and Chances,” pp 53-55, 103-106 
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Aston Webb, who spoke at the opemng as PRA, we 
kept the exhibition open for five or six weeks, and public 
addresses upon Ruskin and the various currents of hi wide 
influence were given by Dean Inge, John Masefield, Charles 
Masterman, Howard Whitehouse, Bernard Shaw, and myself. 
Tt was a worthy commemoration, though a railway strike was 
closing access to London durmg part of the tıme, and a gloom 
was shed over all by the death of E T. Cook on the very day 
of the opemng ceremony in honour of the gemus whose 
reputation he had himself done more than anyone to promote 
and mamtain 1 

Another “ distraction” of that yea, at least as pleasur- 
able as that attempt to serve the ghost of my old Master, 
was the beginning of my friendship with Cecil Sharp, who, 
by his enthusiastic collection of the English folk-songs and 
folk-dances was then restoring some vestiges of gaicty to the 
English people Before the war I had known him chiefly 
as the elder brother of Evelyn Sharp, that creative and 
humorous wuter, and self-devoted Suffragette,* but now 
I began to hsten to his accounts of the old English ballads 
which he had succeeded in rescuing from forgetfulness among 
the Appalachian mountains between Tennessee and Kentucky 
where Border settlers, living in idylhe simpheity fiom Queen 


1 T had been acquainted with E T Cook at various times since wo 
were at Oxford together, as when ho was 1n turn editor of tho Pal Mail, 
the Westmanster, and the Day News, and whon, later, on being ousted 
from the Daily News, he was lender-« riter with me on tho Daily Chronicle , 
or when again, he superitended tho censorship of my “ Dardanelles 
Campaign " towards the end of the war Throughout, I admired and 
respected ns intellect and character, as overyono did, but I could novor 
describe myself as his frend Few could do that As I once wrote of him 
“I knew him to be a man of extraordimary knowledge, of sensitive justice, 
and capable of unusual generosity, which his natural shyness concealed 
under a frosty, and even repellent manner So warm-hearted, in fact, 
was the nature ludden behind that unemotional face and those chilling 
grey eyes that he allowed his feeling of friendship sometimes to influence 
his pohticalsense, and even hus sense of justice "". (** Changes and Chances,” 
P 294) is devoted service to Ruskin’s memory seemed to stand in 
contradiction to the apparent coldness of his nature, but, hike that coldness 
the contradiction was only apparent : 

: See “ More Changes More Chances," pp 331-333 
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tumty except on skates and marchmg 1n step to @ regimental 
band Now I perceived a chance, though 16 was not till close 
upon seventy that I was able fully to enjoy 15, and the time 
left me was then mevitably brief But “Why should not 
Dr Johnson add to his other powers a little corporeal 
agilıty ?" asked Dr Johnson on heanng wild rumours that 
he was taking lessons of Vestris ! 

Among our statesmen Ramsay MacDonald recognised the 
value of Cecil Sharp's service, and during his office as Prime 
Mmister had placed Ins name first on the next list for 
* honours? Butin that very year (1924) Cecil Sharp died, 
leaving the national work to be carried on by his sister 
Evelyn, his daughter Joan, Douglas and Helen Kennedy, 
Maud Karpeles, who had helped him most in collecting both 
songs and dances, a staff of carefully tramed teachers, and 
Dr. Vaughan Wilhams, the composer. 

Stil another “ distraction,” pleasurable also im its way, 
though fillmg me with apprehension, was the publication of a 
selection from my own verses, chiefly composed withm the 
few preceding years* I had always been shy about my 
writing, even m prose, and that was why I began so late, as 
described m ““ Changes and Chances ” Under the stress of 
journalism I had, it 1s true, wutten a portentous quantity, 
both m newspapers and m books, though the shyness, the 
reluctance, the doubt and hesitation have always remamed, 
and have, no doubt, characterised all my "stuff" But one 
suffers in verse from a peculiar sensitiveness It 1s almost 
too personal, too near oneself to be borne, and up to that 
time, except a few jolly burlesques, I had published hardly a 
Ime of verse under my own name, though a good deal without 
mgnature Now the publisher imsisted that the book must 
appear barefaced and flauntmg my own name. I felt hke a 
purdah woman stript of her veil, and to this day I have been 


* 1 Boswell date 1781 Johnson's age 72. 


* “Lines of Life” (Allen and Unwin 1920), followed m 1926 by a 


(Gan selection in a number of the Sixpenny “ Augustan Poets” 
nn 
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unable to endure reading or hearmg ciiticism of 16, whether 
in praise or blame 

That autumn also I was politely mvited (for the first time, 
I. think, though not for the last) to stand as Member of 
Parlament for the Seven Universities, but then, as after- 
wards, I refused One reason, no doubt, was that I should 
have had no chance of bemg returned, for whereas in all other 
countries known to me the great body of students are 
advanced in politics up to the pomt of revolution, in England 
a solid majority can be counted upon to vote Conservative I 
cannot say why, for outside Oxford and Cambridge, they are 
seldom rich, and seldom sprung from the well-to-do classes 
But, also, I knew I was not made for Parliament Iwas not 
aggressive I detested oratory not only because incapable 
ef ıt I could not endure the hangmg-about, the waste of 
time, the stifling gossip, the calculation of Party tactics 
habitual m the House of Commons Indeed, my attachment 
to any Party would be wavermg, and I could not have 
worked up animosity to such opponents as Mr Arthur 
Balfour or Lord Robert Cecil So I gladly escaped from a 
personal danger that hardly even threatened me 

But more genmne, and entirely welcome, was an invitation 
m November to meet Litvimoff in Copenhagen on behalf of 
the Daily Herald After great expenditure and waste of 
effort, the British troops had been withdrawn from 
Archangel at the end of September , the cause of the three 
Tsarist generals opposmg the Soviet Government was 
obviously collapsmg, and, speakmg at the Guildhall on 
November the 8th Mr Lloyd George had announced our 
Government’s willmgness to discuss terms of peace, if the 
Soviets would appomt an authorised agent For he recog- 
mised, as he said, “‘the importance of giving peace to Russia!” 
litvinoff was not exactly an authorised agent , nommally 
he came only to discuss the exchange of prisoners, as delegate 
for the Red Cross; but everyone knew that the appearance 
of a Soviet leader outside Russia might imply more than 
motives of humanity James O’Grady, MP for a division 
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of Leeds, was sent by the Government to negotiate about 
the prisoners, but some correspondents went with other 
hopes, among them Alexander Thompson, fonnder, with 
Blatchford, of the Clarion, author of the comic opera, 
* The Arcadians," and Labour correspondent of the Daily 
Mail aman of varied sympathies and capacity 

Owing to storms and the Russian mdifference to time and 
space, I had to wait many days for Litvinofi’s anyal, and 
so became acquainted with a singularly beautiful city, and a 
singularly charmmg and friendly people I suppose the 
happiest people m Europe, and therefore the least known 
At the time, however, their hospitality was not extended to 
Bolshevists, and seven hotels m turn refused Litvinoff 
admission When at last he found rooms mm a httle mn, I 
was the only correspondent he would receive, and after two or 
three prolonged conversations I was able to frame an account 
of the Soviet views which he approved Tn the hght of 
subsequent events, especially owing to the appomtment of 
Litvmoff himself as first representative of the Soviet 
Government at the League in Geneva (1927), a few extracts 
from this communication are stall of terest 


He said that he had come about the exchange of prisoners, 
but he regarded an understanding of the Russian Govern- 
ment’s aims and position as being humanitarian too, for 
ib might solve a problem that was then causmg untold 
misery to millions He mamtained that the Government 
had absolutely no Imperialistic designs They aimed neither 
at Constantmople nor any other extension of frontier. 
The Soviet ideal was a federation of peoples attached to 
Russia by position and economic relations 


There followed a passage which I quote in full, because if 
only the Soviet Government had maintamed the mtentions 


there expressed, I should now regard them with very different 
feehngs 


“No military pressu e," Litvmoft said, “should be brought, 
for mstance, agaist Georgians or Letts or Ukramans if 
they chose to stand aside ” (he admitted the special difficulty 
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of the Uhraine owing to its rapid changes in tocial order and 
government) “Secession would be allowed to all, in the 
hope that 1 natural economic alliance would brng all 
together in time Even Siberia could separate if it chose thc 
national o1 bourgeois condition rather than the Soviet, as 
Poland had chosen at present When the Letts reconqucred 
thar Baltic province from the Germans, Moscow at once 
acknowledged their independence ; and so throughout ” 


Ttis pitiful to remember that in spite of those words, and 
in spite of a defimte Treaty of Independence signed in the 
following spring, the Soviets within a yerr had invaded the 
Georgian territory with a savage brutality unsurpassed by 
the Tsarist invasion which I had witnessed in 1906-1907. 

Tatvinoff went on to speak of the enthusiasm pervading 
the Sovict armies Conscription was enacted, but nono of 
the conscript classes had been called up for some time back, 
because towns and villages vied with cach other in sending 
special detachments to the pomts of danger, Moral was 
inspired by Communists despatched to the various fronts for 
this express purpose The more nearly Denikin, Yudemtch, 
and Koltchak approached the Sovict centre, the greater 
was the enthusiasm for protecting the revolution, even the 
Social Revolutionists and Social Democrats (Mensheviks) 
joming in ats support as against a restoration of the Tsardom 

On the economic side, I may quote Litvinoff again 


* As you know, all work 1s nationalised so far as at present 
possible, and wages ate fixed by scale according to occupation 
The Intellectuals who have not run away aie working at 
their special profession under the State But I think lawyers 
at least must be having a poor time, for the old law has 
lapsed, and there cannot be many legal disputes about 
property where nearly all property 1s nationalised In 
criminal cases, the State provides counsel for the defence 

“Land is allowed only to those who work it, but the 
produce remains private property, though 1t must be sold 
to the State Under this head there 1s a good deal of illegal 
profiteering And indeed the lust of thrift among all peasants 
1n every country 1s one of the main difficulties in every social 
reform, 
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" Lenm 38 certamly prepared to grant concessions to 
foreign States and firms We do this because we are realists, 
and we know what 1t 1s that foreigners really want by their ' 
intervention All other excuses are cant, but they want 
concessions It 1s better for Russia to purchase peace at this 
price than to squander more wealth and lives m a war 
which arrests all economic development. 

“ Besides, the last five years have brought such rmn on 
Russia that she cannot re-start her economic hfe without 
foreign aid. She must have machmery and implements, 
for which we have not snfficient gold or valuables or produce 
to pay So we must sell concessions, though quite aware of 
the resulting difficulties 

“ At present we are compelled to,take a temporary and 
transitory middle course between Capitalism and Com- 
munism Full Communim is possible only 1f other countries 
accept the same economic basis They will either follow 
our example, or, 1f Russis 18 before her time, she will have to 
revert to Capitalism ”1 


Those were the most significant pomts in my conversations 
with this remarkable man large, sallow, heavy in figure 
and face, lookmg out on the world with a humorous but 
shghtly puzzled expression, as well he might, too defimite 
and decisive, I thought, for the ordinary theoretic Russian, 
but not noticeably Jewish Indeed his wife, herself a Jewess, 
protested to me he was not Jewish at all Thad known her as 
Miss Ivy Low, niece of Sir Sidney Low, and at parting 
Litvimoff entrusted me with various presents for her, 
together with a large doll for their little daughter As I was 
regarded with great suspicion by the landing officers at 
Harwich, I inwardly hoped that they would cut the doll open 
im search for hidden documents, and find nothmg but 
sawdust But in ths hope I was disappointed 

Yet, throughout all these “ distractions ” and my regular 
work in Journalism, my chief interest and chief endeavours 
as a wiiter were centred in Ireland Indeed, during the three 
years after the Armistice my visits to Ireland were so 


* The full account of these conversations appeared m the Daly Herald 
of December 1st, 1919 
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frequent, and my mind so concentrated upon the disgrace 
to my own country's reputation there that for the first and 
last time I received an indignant protest from Massingham, 
accusing me of leaving him in the lurch when he wanted 
articles from me upon different subjects, while I was all the 
time wilting about Ireland for the Daily Herald, the New 
York Nation, or the Contemporary Review, and was, besides, 
speaking on the subject up and down the country 
Throughout 1919, on every visit I found the situation 
hardening, the hopes of conciliation and arrangement 
rapidly fading away Once, in March (the 26th), I watched 
the English garrison preparing as for another Easter Week 
All day long our soldiers paraded the streets of Dublin Guns 
and cavalry paraded Tanks and armoured cars rumbled 
about, while overhead flights of aeroplanes buzzed, ın 
battle formation, lke wild ducks Machme guns were 
reported hidden on the roofs of the Bank of Ireland and 
Trmity College, commanding Dame Street Grafton Street, 
and the O'Connell bridge At might the parading soldiers 
were withdrawn to barracks or kept ready in secret ambushes 
It was announced that Mr De Valera, as President of Sinn 
Fein, or even of the Irish Republic, was to enter 1n state over 
Mount Stieet bridge, the scene of his defence in Easter 
Week, and there the Lord Mayor was to present hrm with 
the keys of the city, as though he were a conquering king, 
and to conduct him to a vast meeting in the Mansion House 
As the Sinn Fein executive might have foreseen from the 
history of seven centuries, the procession and meeting were 
proclaimed But apparently they had not foreseen that, 
**to avoid bloodshed,” Mr De Valera would abandon the 
programme altogether, and leave the expectant crowds idly 
wandering about, as I saw them, while they compared the 
surrender to that grievous day when O'Connell cancelled 
the proclaimed meeting at Clontarf a memory of evil 
omen Had Ireland, then, lost yet another leader, or agam 
been betrayed? So anger multıphed on dısappomtment, 
and ıt found vent ın the hornble outlet of murdermg the 
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polce The excuse was that the murdered police were false 
Trishmen who had jomed the enemies of their country, but 
the excuse did not mitigate the horror 

Tn July I found the situation outwardly quieter and I was 
able 1n comparative peace to enjoy long drives through the 
commtry with James MacNeill? and his brother Charles, the 
student of Irish antaqgmty — Also i enjoyed an oasis of peace 
with John Masefield and John Galsworthy at Cushendun 
m the glens of Antrim, where the Parrys had made their 
home Long discourse I enjoyed too with Mrs Alice 
Stopford Green m her Dublin watchtowei, and with 
“3.” who one mght absorbed me m an exuberant 
monologue, as here abbreviated . 


** After showing me his recent pictures of Donegal, where 
he promised one day to be my guide, he went off upon Ins 
relation to the Catholics, agamst whom he has only twice 
turned—once, I think, over Parnell, and again over Larkin 
Otherwise he had never felt any trouble or amnteiference in 
his work Then, n lus magnificent manner ho launched out 
upon the spirit of fire m man, usually expended upon sex 
and food, but capable of msing (apparently by way of the 
spme) from those organs to the centre of the brain, and 
there yielding strange and vast visions Concentration 
upon some abstract form may draw it up, other thoughts 
and passions, such as anger and envy, bemg carefully 
banished He has himself practised this method for half 
an hour a (day, without physical aids such as starvation, 
and with results that sometimes frighten him Meditation 
should follow this concentration, but 1s not the samo Nor 
18 the mspiration of the arts the same, though 1t also may 
follow Twice he has spoken under mspiration, hearmg 
great voices calling him, and seemg visions of fire and hght 
but then absolutely forgetting all he said As a rule, as at 
the great meeting m the Albert Hall, he carefully retains 
e and e and he thmks the balance between 

concentration an : 
un e action must be mamtamed; other- 

“ He spoke much of a frend named Price who had hv 

> ed 
long among Red Indians and heard splendid spnitual 
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legends from them, and much of magie. Ho also quoted 
a lot of the Gita and other Hindu seriptures 

“‘ He feels a dishike and contempt for o1dinary spiritualism, 
but thnks a kind of animal spit may hang for a time 
around the dead, as seen m an electrified dead dog But 
this 1s a low form of spimt, and 1s further distorted by the 
medium To myself he seemed to be following mm pursuit 
of Wordsworth’s ‘fallmgs from us, vanishings, blank 
misgivings of a creature moving about in worlds not realised’ 
But even to me, who am so incapable of spiritual vision, 1t 
was all fasematmg , most fascinating was the man himself 
We stood for an hour while he poured out wisdom, all 
else forgotten ” 


I am suce that George Russell (‘‘ As.”) retained that 
spitual vision during the following teiible year (1920), for 
he possesses the samt’s power of living the double life, and 
bemg at the same moment in two places the tangible 
world and the spiritual world But by most people m 
Ireland little visionary glory could then be perceived For 
in that country’s wretched history smce the English invasion, 
that year will always be counted beside the atrocious ages 
of Khzabeth, Cromwell, the Penal Laws, ’Nmety-eight, 
and the Famine, and much as I have seen of wars, 13 
successive months remam m my memory as conspicuous for 
horror It was the year of the “ Black-and-Tans,” the year 
of the “ Auxiharies,” the ex-officers, to whom I unjustly 
added the title of ex-gentlemen unjustly because none of 
them could ever have been a gentleman , and, mdeed, most 
officers of the Regular Army ın Ireland repudiated them 
altogether + Worst of all, 1t was the year of “ reprisals,” at 
first unauthorised, but officially authorised ın the following 
January by Mr Lloyd George’s Government 


1 “ They can best be described as a tough lot Those companies that 
hed the good fortune to have good commanders, generally ex-Regular 
officers, who could control their men, performed useful work, but the 
exploits of certam other companies under weak or inefficient commanders 
went a long way to discredit the whole force ” 


: oe of an Active Life’ By General Sir Nevil Macready , vol II 
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On that matter of reprisals I can allow politicians and 
lawyers to speak, for they speak with authority, and I 
agree with ther judgment at least as heartily as usual I 
am old enough to remember the storm of indignation to 
which Mr Gladstone roused this country when a similar 
policy of reprisals was carried out by the Turks upon the 
Bulgars, though England’s honour was not then directly 
mvolved But let me take an mstance more distinctly 
parallel Speakmg m December, 1900, upon the reprisals 
m the South African War, Mr. Lloyd George (the same man 
who, as Prime Minster, authorised the reprisals in Ireland), 
asked m his eloquent manner . 


** What justice 18 there 1n prmishmg one man for offences 
committed by others over whom he has no control? . . . Y 
do not thmk 1 1s calculated to impress the mhabitants 
of these two States (the Transvaal and the Orange Free 
State) with a clear sense of the even-handed justice they 
are hkely to have at our hands.” 


At was these reprisals that Campbell-Bannerman described 
as “methods of barbarism,” and though the phrase made 
him unpopular at the time, he became Prime Minister 
within a few years It was the reprisals upon the Insh 
people that Mr Asquith called “ a hellish policy ’* (Novem- 
ber 19th, 1920) Tn hus charge to the Grand Jury in Belfast, 
December Ist, 1920, Mr. Justice Pim laid down the legal 
dictum “There can be no legal reprisals If reprisals 
were carried out, or 1f there were an excuse for that kmd of 
thing, 16 would lead directly and absolutely to anarchy, 
and to nothing else” Yet m httle more than a month 
afte: that ruling, Mr Lloyd George’s Government authorised 
reprisals as legal Equally decisive with the judge’s ring 
was the letter that Sir John Simon sent to The Times of 
April 25th, 1921 Sir John Simon, a man of cool and 
strictly legal mimd, though in those days roused to a heat of 
indignation over the Government’s crime 


“The policy of reprisals,” he wrote, “is both politically 
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disastrous and morally wrong Instead of restoring peace, 
it 1s intensifyng war Instead of vindicating British 
prestige, 1t 1s exposing us to the scorn of the world It 35 
adding day by day to the store of bitter memories which 
keep Britain and Ireland aput It 1s turmng Mr Lloyd 
George’s heroics about the 1ghts of small nations into 
nauseating cant It 1s undermining the character and self- 
control of hundreds of young Englishmen by permitting 
them to mdulge in deplorable excesses of every kind 
It ıs directing the eneigies of hundreds of young Irishmen 
ito the hoiible channels of assassination and outrage, 
when their inextinguishable devotion to their own land 
ought to be working out a better and happier future for 
Ireland "^ 


In so far as anything could be satisfactory to myself in 
those appalling months, 1t was some satisfaction to find 
that my own feeling was thus supported and confirmed by 
masters of law and political life, including the Mr Lloyd 
George of twenty years earher It was even more satis- 
factory to have my own accounts of what I was then witness- 
ing in Ireland established by Cardinal Logue, an old, old 
man of known moderation and studied discretion, always 
avoiding party prejudice in national affairs. In lis Pastoral 
Letter of the end of November, 1920 (a few weeks before the 
reprisals were authorised), he thus described the condition 
of his country 


* Men are taken from their homes and shot because they 
are suspected of sympathy with Smn Fem, their captors 
acting promptly as judges, juries, and executioners Lorries 
laden with armed men career thiough the cowntiy day by 
day, and when the unhappy people seek cover or fly, as one 
naturally would when a cry is raised of a mad dog at large, 
or a savage beast escaped from a menagerie, that flight 1s 
taken as snfficient proof of gmlt, and they are pitilessly 
shot down at sight No false pretences, no misrepresenta- 
tions, no pall of hes, even though they were as dark as 
Erebus, can screen or conceal the guilt of such proceedings 
from anyone who knows and can weigh the facts " 


Into thus region haunted by the mad dogs of my own 
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country and by young Imshmen driven, as Sir J ohn Simon 
wiote, mto the ,hormble channels of assassmation and 
outrage, I was hurried at times durmg the autumn of 
1920, after returnmg from my first journey to America (to 
be spoken of m the next chapter) On one of these rapid 
visits, early m October, the Diarmid Coffeys’ house in 
Pembroke Road, where I was staymg, was raided in daytime 
by a squad of Regular soldiers, and m my room I held 
converse with a smilmg young officer, who, with courtesy 
and as one ashamed of his orders, remarked that this sort 
of job was better suited to ahens To which I reped that 
ahens were domg it. But he stil retamed politeness, and 
having searched the whole house and dug up the garden in 
vain, he withdrew his men to barracks I mention his 
conduct to show the difference between the Regulars and the 
Black-and-Tans or those Auxiliaries who, as receiving a 
guinea a day and all found, no doubt considered 1¢ their 
duty to justify their income by their savagery. Next day 
I was driven round the small towns of Trim, Navan, and 
Balbriggan to witness the effects of the energy m reprisals 
displayed by one or other of those governmental bodies 
At the time, the fate of Balbriggan was the most notorious, 
for there the Black-and-Tans, swoopmg down from their 
quarters a few miles to the north, had burnt thirty-five 
houses and a factory in revenge for the death of a policeman 
ma drunken brawl But the memory of this atrocity was 
soon to be obliterated by worse 
It was on this visit too that I came to know Erskine 
Childers more intimately than before I had met hm once 
or twice in Dublin as a frend of Mrs Green, and had read 
with admiration his book, “‘ The Riddle of the Sands ” 

one of those items that added to England’s alarm at the 
growth of the German Navy before the war Now I came 
to know hmm in his own house, beside his beautiful and 
emotional American wife, who lay mvahded upon a couch, 
mspirmg her husband, her young children, and many 
admiring young men and women, never never to depart 
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a hair’s breadth from the resolve to win absolute separation 
from the British. bond, but. rather to fight to the death 
agamst the hereditary foc 

I might well have met Childers in the South African war, 
where he served among the CTV with grew distinction, 
afterwards writing a volume of Zhe umes history upon it. 
He was a man of exceptional courage and uncompromising 
intellect, the very type of those “ geometrical politicians," 
as “Æ” called them, who dine logie to extreme», and 
choose extinction rather than conciliation Perhaps this 
strictness of logic as applied to human hfe, which 1s 50 fer 
from logical in sts varicgated complexities, was due to his 
Cambridgo training, and certainly it was strongly enforced 
by his wife’s unyielding temperament Whenever I saw 
him during those years of struggle I perceived signs of 
increasing strain and nervous intensity plainly written on 
his deeply lined face, and I noticed that he entirely ceascd 
tosmie Is English blood made his position as one of the 
leading extremists all the more difficult, and he was rather 
fond of insisting upon it When speaking at open-air 
meetings ın the Dublin streets, he would begin, ‘I am the 
Englishman, the damned Englishman!” and would look 
round, partly apologetic but far more defiant Tho 
ultimato Treaty only hardened his logic and stiffened lus 
resolve, and so he went on, stubbornly devoted to hus fixed 
ideal, unwaveimg in hus simpheity, until in a Free State 
gaol he faced the firmg party and fell pierced with the 
bullets of the people whom he had given his life to serve 
For the ironies of life are not httle 

On my return to London m mid-October, a small party 
of us paraded Parliament Square with placards and posters 
bearmg appropriate mscriptions, such as ‘‘ We English 
Protest,” “ Stop Reprisals," and “ Terrorism 1s not Govern- 
ment," amid an apathetic or hostile crowd of onlookers 
But 1n consequence of à meeting in the House of Commons, 
at which Bernard Shaw, Sir Horace Plunkett, Robert Lynd, 
and Joseph Devlin were present, we formed a body called 
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“The Peace with Ireland Committee,’ under the chair- 
manship of Lord Henry Bentinck (how ‘serviceable is a 
Conservative with extremist views!) On that very day 
(October 25th) Terence MacSwiney, Lord Mayor of Cork, 
died in Brixton gaol, havimg fasted on hunger-strike for 
seventy-four days Thomas MacCurtin, his predecessor 
as Lord Mayor, had been murdered, almost certainly by the 
police, in Cork in the previous March, and MacSwiney was 
arrested in August and brought to London on the charge of 
possessing an RIC code and seditious documents With 
Professor Stockley (Professor of English in Cork University) 
and others I had spoken outside Brixton gaol to large and 
fairly sympathetic gathermgs, and other protests had 
been made against the Government's resolve to let him die, 
but ın vam Mr Bonar Law, as leader of the House of 
Commons, announced that the Cabmet’s decision for death 
‘was absolute » decision that further embittered the 
Insh people agaist us, and ultimately involved the Irish 
people themselves 1n terrible disasters 

Three days after MacSwimey’s death I jomed the proces- 
sion of the Irish m London that conducted his body from 
~- Brixton gaol to Euston, amid the respectful silence of the 
Enghsh crowds hning both sides of all the streets I then 
followed the coffin to Cork, the Enghsh Government having 
refused to allow it to be landed m Dublin Beside one 
branch of the river Lee, in the rather beautiful City Hall, 
soon afterwards burnt down by our Black-and-Tans, I went 
with the Irish people who passed continuously two and two 
round the open coffin, guarded by Irish Volunteers, while 
outside, the streets were paraded by British regiments with 
armoured cars The exposed face of the dead man was 
yellow-pale, wasted to extreme thinness, but fine and 
resolute the face of a poet as well as a patriot On the 
door of the Hall a large placard repeated the coffin’s 
mscription “Terence MacSwiney, murdered by the 
Foreign Enemy, m the Fourth Year of the Republic ” 

Next day (Sunday, October 31st) a Jong procession 
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followed the coffin, headed by a body of Franciscans, with 
the Archbishop of Perth (West, Australia) and the Bishops 
of Cork, Kerry, and Ballarat Irish Volunteers lined. the 
whole route, which Jed over Parnell biidge, along the 
Mall to the National Monument, seribed with the names 
of all the most conspicuous rebel patriots for thice centuries 
past, along Patrick Street so soon to be burnt down by the 
Black-and-Tans or the Auxihaiies (dishonous “ easy ”’), 
over the Patrick’s bridge, along the banks of the Lec. and 
up the steep hill past Shandon church famous for those 
poetic bells, and so to the Cathedral on the summit of the 
highest ground In the procession were Arthur Griffith, 
James MacNeil, and Tom Johnson, the Labour leader in 
the Dad The little son of Thomas MacCurtin the Lord 
Mayor previously murdered, was chief mourner, with Mass 
Mary MaeSwiney, into whose soul the bitterness of her 
brother's death entered as lasting poison I marched with a 
solid formation of University Graduates Sections of English 
and Scottish 1egiments, with fired bayonets, steel hats, 
and machine-guns, watched at commanding pomts of 
the route, and all the officers saluted the dead Over our 
heads a military aeroplane flew 

After the Mass, we crossed the river again, the crowds 
bemg thicker than ever, and processed along a street named 
after George Washington, also at one time cajled “ rebel ” 
Part of this line was held by Gul Volunteers, and a band 
composed of ex-soldiers, who had fought in the Great War 
for the rights of small nationalities, played “‘ Adeste Fideles,” 
while on the steps of the classıc Court House, whose pedi- 
ment bears the strange device '  Wilham the King,” a 
platoon of English soldiers was drawn up with an armomed 
car and a machine-gun So we passed the empty Protestant 
Cathedral, and the fortress gaol where two mon had lately 
died and five were slowly dying, vietims to the same 
insensate Government After about three miles, we tuned 
a httle south mto St Finnbarr’s cemetery, watched by 
several lorries full of Marines and men of the Hampshire 
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regiment, with two armoured cars and machine-guns, 
posted there for reasons known only to the military mind 
Winding among cypresses and cedars, we found the giave 
in a quiet part of the garden, reserved for national heroes 
The Franciscans chanted the “De Profunds” The 
Cathedral chow chanted a Reqmem Wreaths and flowers 
were laid The Irish Volunteers stood thick around At five 
o’clock the coffin was lowered, and Arthur Griffith spoke 
briefly im praise of the heroic dead “Be consoled,” he 
said m conclusion, for Joan of Aic has now welcomed a 
comrade into heaven ” A last salute was fired with revolvers, 
and there, under the cedars, we left the mortal body of one 
whose name will be 1emembered in Insh history as à symbol 
of fine sacrifice, and m our English story 1emembered with 
indignant humihation, or be forgotten If ever 1t was true 
that a soul went marching along, 1t was true of MacSwiney’s 
soul- Death and disaster followed its march, and those 


who set 16 marching were gilty of disasters that fell upon 
others than themselves 


Norr —Lest ıt should be thought that the three quotations I give 
on page 158 represent only the mherent generosity of some among 
the British people, let me refer to the excellent book, ‘‘ How Europo 
made Peace without America,” by Frank Simonds (Hememann, 
1927) Myr Simonds 1s an American journalist well versed in 
European affairs, which he regards with detachment, but with 
sympathy for the French mde The whole of the chapters called 
“The Treaty of Versailles,” ** Why the Treaty Failed,” and ‘“‘ Wood- 


row Wilson at Paris,” should be carefully studied, but I may extract 
a few significant sentences 


P 


* The failure of the Treaty of Versailles was complete and abysmal 
But the primary cause lay outside the termtomal, mihtary and 
reparations clauses It was not the text but the spirit of the Treaty 
which made the settlement intolorable for all Gexunans Interpreted 
in the spirit of Versailles, apphed in the temper m which 1t was 
drafted, ıt seemed ın all German eyes a vast and coherent pro~ 
gramme designed to plunder and destroy a great people on the 
pretext of moral guilt” Page 34 
, Edmund Burke had once admitted that he was unable to dis- 
cover a method by which to draw &n indictment agamst & whole 
people The victors of 1918 succeeded where he failed In fact, 
they not only drew the indictment, hut they compelled the accused 
to sign ıt” Page 43 
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“Undoubtedly tho German proplo would hnvo recited tho 
matorial clause: of tho Treaty of Vertailles, oven had the moral 
implications been abient Certmnly the ereation or tho Polich 
corridor, tho cession of Dantay, tho los. of Upper Sem would 
havo aroused nation wie reustanca =~ But rt wan the ev ace of moral 
injustice which actually mado the Germen revolt formuiuinble, and 
this fochng was shored by all eections of the population It waa 
this consciousness of infustien which armed] the cpint of the German 
for a conflict which wos always unequal nad inevitably dirostrons ” 
Pago 15 


Comparo tho tcatlung indictment in HN. Brail ford 8! Olivea 
of Endless Ago," pp 631-01. Imns nl-o add one of tho «vld^t and 
most conclusive condemnations of pll-—n letter. frorn. Profra or 
Albert Cock that nppenrod in The Times, on Janunry 11, 1923, 
after Thomas Hardy's death 


“In your leading articlo on Thomas Hardy you ‘rend into the 
sublime last chorus of “The Dynasti” somo fugitive hope ". Itis 
doubtful whother the poot himself had that fumtiso hope In 10221 
had a conversation with him at Max Gato, and I happened to refer 
to tho very passage quoted by you fromthe last chorus I oxpreced 
my gratitude to him for tho note of dehvorance offered there He 
shook his head and said, ‘I should not wnto that now’ ‘Why 
not?’ I asked in great surprise  "Thornns Hardy roplied, ‘Tho 
"Treaty of Vorsailles ' "! 


The lines referred to—that ono “ fugitive hope” appearing hhe 
a dubious star at tho end of “ The Dynnsts ’—run as follows 


* Dut—a stirring thrills the aur 
Jake to sounds of yoyance there 
That the rages 
Of the ages 
Shall be cancelled, and deliverance offered from the darts that uere, 
Conscrousneas the Will informing, till It fashion all things fair” 
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“ When the wicked man turneth away from his wickedness that he hath 
committed, and doeth that which 1s lawful and right, he shall save his soul 
alie 

Ezekiel, xvi 27 (Authorsed English Bible’s Translation) 


“When the Lord turned again the captunty of Sron, then were we lihe unto them 
thatdream Then was our mouth filled with laughter, and our tongue with joy 
Psalm, cxavi l1 (Enghsh Prayer Book's Translation) 


N S I returned from Cork through Dubln (November 
lst, 1920), the officials m Mountjoy gaol were 
hangmg & boy, Kevin Barry, on a dubious charge 

of comphcity m the murder of a soldier, and men and 

women were kneeling ın prayer around the prison walls 

Perhaps ıt was owing to this British triumph that Lord 

Salisbury next day proposed the official authorisation of 

reprisals, and that Mr Lloyd George m his speech at the 

Mansion House m London (November 9th) declared that his 

Government “had murder by the throat” Two days 

after that speech I was back agam in Dublin, commissioned 

by the Daily Herald and resolved 1f possible to investigate 
the rumoured outrages and atrocities on both sides m the 
south and west of the country At Plunkett House in 

Merrion Square, I heard that smce the Sprmg thrty-three 

of the Creameries, so carefully orgamsed for years past by 

“i”? and Sir Horace Plunkett, had been destroyed by the 

British irregular forces, chiefly in Tipperary and Lamenck 

(ultimately the number rose to over fifty) In a motor 

Jent me and driven by Dr Neil Watson, who had served 

with distinction m the RA MC durmg the war, and was 

then engaged chiefly in treating shell-shocked soldiers, I 
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started west on November 13th, accompanied by James 
MacNeill, who by nature and by twenty-five years’ honour- 
ablo servico m the Indian Civil Service at Poona and else- 
where had Jeunt the arts of silence and meht judgment 
such as fitted him for Ins present position as Governor- 
General of the Free State 

Tomplemore, where first wo stopped, had been looted of 
what cash 1t possessed, and had its chief buildings and some 
houses burnt “in reprisal’? a few days before, but had lately 
also been attracting attention owing to “ blecding statues,” 
discovered by a young Ind in a private house where he was 
lodging Crowds had gathered, hoping for a lesser Lourdes, 
but when I examined the statues thom«ely es—hlittle plaster 
images such as one sees m most Cathohc homes—it was 
fairly obvious to me that the reddish-brown stains upon 
them were dried blood, almost certainly supphed by tho 
hysterical boy himself, and I was glad to find that the priests 
hid wisely refused to take much notice of the ‘ miraclo,” 
and were then keeping watch over the boy in one of their 
hospitals or homes 

We went on through the exquisite scenes and colours of 
Ireland the most beautiful country have known Through 
Thurles and past Holy Cross Abbey, and past the historic 
mount of Cashel where ancient castle and abbey look far 
over the Tipperary plam All the way was marked by 
rumed police-bariacks, and eieameries and cabims runed 
inreprisal Between Bansha and Galbally, we were stopped 
by a squad of soldiers under an officer m mufti, guarding the 
smoking remains of two lorries Two pohcemen had beon 
killed in ambush there the afternoon before, and we should 
have been arrested but for the insemption of “ Capt 
RAMC” upon Neil Watson’s kit bag Passmg through 
the Galitry mountains, soon to bo tho scone of the tragedy 
at Bealnablath when Michacl Colhns was killed by his 
own peoplo (August 22, 1922), we came to Mitcholstown 
(* Remember Mitchelstown !” cried Mr Gladstone when one 
single Inshman had been shot thore, I think accidentally, 
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so many years before), and for the mght we reached Mallow, 
partly rnmed already, and soon to be rumed more 

Thence the Killarney road led us along the bank of the 
Blackwater as far as the desolate Rathmore station 
desolate in position, and because no trains were then running 
in Southern Ireland owmg to the railwaymen’s refusal to 
convey British troops or police m arms A long straight 
road over hill and dale leads from that pomt to Castle-island 
in Kerry, which had been attacked m wantonness rather 
than for bloodshed But gomg along the Tralee road we 
were brought up by a deep tiench, and found that the 
creamery and mmute village of Ballymacelhgott had been 
raided and mainly destroyed by Black-and-Tans two days 
before (November 13), and a farmer had been shot dead 
while running across his field Many years afterwards I 
met a man who told me he was m command of the attack 
on that occasion, but as I could not laud his prowess, he 
fell sient A few weeks afterwards the whole village was 
utterly destroyed 

Tralee was a centre of Black-and-Tan activities The City 
Hall and several houses had already been burnt Fiom 
time to time durmg our night there I heard the smashmg 
of doors and the outcries of the mhabitants as private homes 
were raided Only after manceuvres for complete secrecy 
could I contrive to speak to the leading people of the town 
Shortly before our arrival, Hugh Martın, my colleague on the 
Daily News, had been violently threatened by Black-and- 
Tan officers for deseribung the true conditions of the district, 
and had barely escaped with hfe through a necessary he 
It was here that the British armed forces drew a cordon 
across the main street and forced all passengers to kneel 
in the mud with their hands over their heads and take the 
Oath of Allegiance They then proceeded to a cmema, and, 
flourishing revolvers, called upon the spectators to sing 
the English National Anthem, a tune httle known m those 
parts, and not becoming more popular I wondered at 
the time what the Kmg thought of such allegiance, 
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and what God thought of such prayers for the King’s 
salvation ! 

From Tralee James MacNeill was obliged to return by car 
to Dublin, and I drove on with Dr Neil Watson through 
Abbeydorney and Ardfert (where a young girl, Mary 
O’Connell, while hurrying two children into safety, had 
lately been shot dead on the open 10ad by a Black-and-Tan), 
and so through Lixnaw and Listowel to Tarbert It was a 
journey of singular beauty, the world of sea and mountain 
and moor lying at peace in the passing hghts and shadows 
of winter sun and cloud, but on the road our course was 
repeatedly checked by parties of armed men, who in the 
name of Law and Order were “ shooting up ” the poor little 
villages and burning the peasant homes almost at random 
Next day we stayed awhile at Mount Trenchard, the beautiful 
house of aged Lord Monteagle, that wise and hberal-minded 
Irish patriot, whom I had met at various times before , 
and so through Foynes we came to Limerick on the Shannon 

“ the Cıty of the Violated Treaty” of more than two cen- 
turies earlier, now silent agam m expectant terror There a 
Franciscan, Father Phihp, and Father Hackett, brother of 
Francis Hackett, journalist and novelist, whom I had 
knowu in New York, revealed to me, as 16 were ın whispers, 
the curse that the British Irregulars had laid upon the 
place And in the morning I called upon the Lord Mayor 
O'Callaghan 1n his City Court a just and sensible man, far 
from revolutionary, but soon afterwards to be murdered 
at mght at the door of his owu house, 1n the aims of his 
beautiful and highly educated wife, who knew well the 
identity of the British murderers Lord Mayor Clancy, 
who had just succeeded him in office, was murdered the 
same night (March "th, 1921) 

Through the whole of that region murder already prevailed 
On reaching the bridge at Killaloe, where Lough Derg 


1 These events were narrated in the Irish Times of December, 1920, 
and that paper was certainly no fmend to Sinn Fein = It risked prosecution, 
too, '* for bringing the Crown forces nto contempt " It did not occur to 
anyone to charge the Auxthanes and Black and-Tans with that offence 
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pours out mto the Shannon, we heard from the priest, 
Father Greed, and others, the terrible fate of four youths 
who had been shot dead on the middle of the bndge two 
mghts before (November 16-17) by Black-and-Tans, who 
were conducting them wnder arrest The excuse for the 
murder was “attemptmg to escape” an excuse that was 
already becommg a laughable byword throughout the 
country Their blood was still mixed with the mud upon 
the bridge ttself One of the dead, young Mthal Macmahon, 
was brother of the manager of Edward Lysaght’s farm at 
Raheen near by, to which we drove on for the mght It 
was a vast and rambling house, which Lysaght had divided 
among four families, and he had converted the estate mto 
a model farm for dairy and other produce Late at mght, 
after the perfrnctory police engmry, we heard the four 
hearses rush past ın a hurricane of wid under a clouded 
half-moon, and then we sat long together reading books of 
ancient Irish history and tradition with young Conor Cline, 
a devoted student of old Insh hterature ™ the mornmg he 
drove away in a car with Lysaght for Dubhn, where he was 
brutally murdered m a guard-room of the Castle together 
with two fellow prisoners four days afterwards, on the 
charge of “attempting to escape!” That guard-room 
that Castle gate those wire entanglements all round the 
tortuous and only possible passage ! Let us leave 1t at that, 
as the barmsters say 1 
After seemg the four youthful bodies, all pierced with 
bullet holes, m the chapel at Scariff, we drove on through 
Ennis, where Mrs Vere O’Brien, a niece of Matthew Arnold, 
entertained us, and so through Gort to Lady Gregory’s 
home at Coole, justly celebrated by the poet Yeats, and by 
Lady Gregory’s own high service there to the remembrance 
of ancient Insh hterature and the renewal of Irish dramatic 
: * After Mr Lysaght gave evidence on Clune’s character and entire 
devotion to scholarship, his estate at Raheen was completely looted by 


Auxihanes (ex officers, whom General Tudor, thar OC, descmbed ag 


& corps d'éhte), who carried off everythmg, including his mother’s under- 
clothes 
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comedy ın her own plays That cager-spirited and humorous 
lady, with the bight brown eyes of a watchful hawk, 
received us in all hospitality into hei lovely house, though 
we came without introduction, and I had met her only 
occasionally ın London crowds Happily, the house stands 
back some distance from the road where the Black-and- 
Tans were wont to disport themselves, and the splendid 
stores of Irish hterature and treasured memorials of official 
residence with her late husband in Ceylon were still 
untouched But of almost equal interest to myself were two 
little grandchildren, Anne and Katereen, who had nursed 
up a clean white pig to scamper about with them wherever 
they went, affectionate as à dog and far more intelhgent 
than a lamb Yet over that gay and charming family also, 
not far in front, a fate was brooding, hideous 1n its darkness 

Driving on, we called at the cottage of Malachi Qmmnn, 
who had been left alone there with three children, his young 
wife (with child) havimg been shot by Black-and-Tans as 
she sat on her roadside wall with the youngest child in her 
arms The Head Constable (RIC) who lived in the 
cottage had not dared to give evidence ‘Thus we went on 
from point to point, at every place hearing of arson, plunder- 
ing, and murder two brothers Loughnane taken by the 
Black-and-Tans from Shanaglish, tied up with a rope in 
passing through Gort, and never heard of since (their bodies 
were afterwards found hoiribly mutilated in a pond), 
stories we could not verify of atrocious treatment of two 
girls at Clarmbridge, wanton destruction of reading- 
rooms and cottages at Oranmore and Peter’s Well, and, 
while we were in Galway, the news came that the body of 
Father Griffin, a well-known Insh patriot, had been found 
m a bog away out towards Spiddal with a bullet in his 
skull 

On November 22nd, rumours more terrible still came 
creeping to us bit by bit On the road we met Bishop 
O’Doherty of Clonfert, but he told us only of the customary 
outrages and reprisals by British forces, At Tuam we called 


THE MURDERS IN DUBLIN 185 


on the Archbishop, a wise and clear-mmded man, who was 
advocating a “ Truce of God,” but told us he had just heard 
a rumour of terrible events happenmg the day before in 
Dublim No posts or trams were coming, but an obscure 
telegram of evil omen had arrived Drivimg on, m gloomy 
expectation, through Claremorns and Kiltamagh, we were 
stopped and searched m the darkness of a moorland valley 
by & mihtary patrol, whose officer (a Regular) told us an 
appalling story of many British officers murdered m their 
beds m Dubhn two nights before ‘‘ All shot in the back, 
T'll undertake,” he added, bitterly In extreme depression, 
all hope of that “ Truce of God " now faded, I stayed that 
night im a little mn at Swineford, and next morning, in 
answer to my telegram, I received a message from the 
Daily Herald’s regular correspondent in Dublin, asking me 
to return as the situation was beyond him We drove with 
all speed through Castlereagh, Athlone (the strategic centre 
of Ireland), where we were arrested and detamed m the 
castle, to Mullingar, and on into Dublm agai next morning 

It was November 24th, three days after that “ Bloody 
Sunday,” when fourteen British Intelligence Officers, 
living in mufti about the city, had been murdered, some of 
them as they lay beside their wives ,} and when, m the 
afternoon, a force of Black-and-Tans had surrounded a vast 
gathermg of spectators assembled to see a football match 
between Dublin and Tipperary m Croke Park, and had 
opened fire upon them, kilhng seventeen (General Sir 
Nevil Macready says ten) and woundmg about fifty It 
was two days later that the Irish scholar, Conor Clnmne, 
together with two of the Irish Volunteer officers, Peadar 
Clancy and Dick McKee, was murdered in Dublin Castle, 
probably as part of the reprisals One must remember that 
such reprisals, though long customary, were not authorised 
by Mr Lloyd George’s Government till nearly six weeks 
later (January 3rd) as I mentioned above But no excuse of 


! General Sir Nevil Macready says two of the fourteen were RI CO and 
iwo were eiihians , '* Annals of an Active Life,” vol I, p 508, 
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law and authorisation would justify me to myself in giving 
the order to open fire upon an unarmed crowd, whether m 
Dublin or Amritsar Nor on the other hand would any 
excuse of patriotism and the execution of spies induce me 
to drag men from their beds and murder them before the 
eyes of their wives 

Early on November 25th, nine of the murdered officers 
were carried m their coffins along the quay of North Wall 
to be removed to England, great crowds standing to watch, 
silent and respectful, as the Irish always are to the dead 
None the less I saw British officers gomg about among them, 
knocking off their caps with foul oaths, as though to provoke 
trouble That day Arthur Griffith and John MacNeill were 
again arrested, and “Æ” crossed to London to discuss 
with Arthur Henderson and Mr Lloyd George, who now 
suggested a truce But during the night of the 29th-30th I 
heard the crashes of explosions while the Black-and-Tans 
were blowing up the Sinn Fein Bank at the corner of Har- - 
court Street and St Stephen’s Green, and were burmng the 
offices of the I'»eeman's Journal, ym association with. which 
Il was then workmg Having remained for a few days to 
call upon Countess Markievicz in Mountjoy gaol, as once 
before in Aylesbury, and having, at her request, stood as 
near as might be to her at her Court-Martial on December 
2nd, I took one of the first trams runnmg to Belfast with 
James Good, so sensible, so excellent a journalist, and so 
intimate with that city, m which, though Limerick born, 
he had worked for many years. There I had the pleasure 
and advantage of renewing my friendship with Professor 
Henry, the Latin scholar and gallant upholder of Irish 
"mty m the region of the mfidels, and with Aleo Wilson, 
of whom the same may be said, except that for Lati one 
might substitute farming, dogs, and now (1928) the League 
of Nations 

But just as I was trying to mvestigate the extreme labour 
distress in Belfast and was going round the Protestant and 
Catholic quarters nto which the cty is strictly divided, I 
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was instructed to jom a Labour delegation that was visiting 
the south of Ireland Arthur Henderson, Witham Adamson, 
Arthur Greenwood, General Thomson, and a few other 
Labour M P s came over, and I found them 1n Cork, which 
I reached from Belfast just mm time before the hour of curfew, 
though a body of Black-and-Tans stopped A P Wadsworth, 
that excellent correspondent of the Manchester Guardian, 
and myself with revolvers as we drove to the hotel 

The Imperial Hotel will always be memorable to me 
because 14 was there that I was able to perform my “ one 
good deed ” for Ireland Tm the mornmg, as five of the 
Labour delegates were starting for Bandon, rumed by the 
British forces, a poor fellow named O’Brien came to their 
motor's door, pouuing out a complaint that “ those ruffians ” 
had wiecked and looted his httle shop that mght, terrifying 
the children of the two famshes hving there out of their wits 
Tnstantly an officer im khali umform, wearmg three war 
medals, dashed down the hotel steps upon him from behind, 
put a revolver to ins head, ran him to and fro, up and down 
the street, with the muzzle at Ins bram, dragged him into 
the hotel, and flung him on a bench, as though for immediate 
execution When I eapostulated that the man certamly 
did not intend personal insult, for he could not have seen the 
officer behind him, rage began to abate, and the officer 
contented himself with sending O’Brien off in a cart under 
charge of pohce When I visited ius httle shop in the 
afternoon I found all the sweets and cakes had been carried 
off, the glass, pictures, piano, and every bit of furniture 
smashed to pieces But what a welcome I received from 
the man himself, the two mothers living there, and all the 
ten children as bemg the delhverer of ther hfe's mamstay ! 
I have wiitten much on Ireland, but it has all passed into 
the oblivion of the papers that the British Musenm Library 
Catalogue calls the “ Ephemerides” cphemeral and passmg 
shadows, hke the May-fhes that hve but fora day This 
was my one good deed, as distinct from words, and I have: 
sometimes tried to calculate how many thousands I should - 
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have felt bound to commut if only I had been a Boy Scout 
from the beginning 

That same afternoon, as I came out of the Cork Examiner’s 
offices into the open space or square of Patrick Street, I 
saw a party of Auxilaries (ex-officers) seizing the whips 
from the jarvies in the outside-cars and lashing the passers- 
by as they were shopping and going about their oidinary 
business J admit the extreme provocation of the time, for 
only eight days before (November 28th), an armed party 
of Auxilaries had been attacked m ambush among the 
lonely mountains near Macroom, about twenty miles north- 
west of Cork, and many of them I think fifteen—were 
ulled A survivor I beheve the only survivor of the 
party was lymg in my hotel pierced with bullets, his 
poor mother watchmg over hm It was as a further 
reprisal for that ambush that four days late: the centre of 
Cork city the square just mentioned was burnt almost 
to the ground by bodies of Black-and-Tans and Auxiliaries 
apparently combined (December 11th) As the saying in 
Cork went, every cat and dog knew who did it, but the 
Government resolutely suppressed the official report by 
General Strickland, commander-in-chief of the district} 
But crimmal as was that “hellish policy of reprisal” by 
murder and arson, to my mind the imsolence and scorn 
which prompted armed men to lash passers-by with whips 
as a joke, or compel them to kneel in the mud and take the 
oath of allegiance at the revolver’s pomt, or to smg “God 
save the King ” under threat of assassination, revealed a 
lower depth of degradation ın our Government's agents 
Such outrages would smk more deeply mto the hearts and 
memories of a people who could never abandon the hope 
of deliverance fiom such tormentors 

Cardmal Logue’s comparison was exact The people 
of Southern Ireland were living as though a mad dog might 
sprmg upon them at any minute and from any corner It 


2 General Sir Nevil Macready says the fire and looting were the work 
of a company of Auxiliares “ Annals of an Active Life,” vol II, p 521. 
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was a life of perpetual fear and stram No ono who had 
sympathy with the national cause could regard his property 
or bis life as secure from hour to hour No woman could 
regard her home and children as safe Mothers took ihe 
children for refuge into the bogs and mountains, as I had 
seen them do in Macedonia under the Turks, and in tho 
Caucasus under the Russians In their homes the cluldren 
could not sleep at mght, and doctors told me that St. 
Vitus’s dance and similar nervous affections were termbly 
on the increase My urgent plea at the time was that as a 
first step, the Auxtharies and Black-and-Tans should be 
withdrawn or disarmed, and arms should be limited to the 
Trish police, who had some feeling for their countrymen, 
and to the Regular troops, who had some feehng for the 
honour of England's name Our Government replied by 
authorising reprisals as legitimate procedure 

On returning to Dublin, I was secretly informed that the 
Auxiharies were breathing out slaughters against me, as 
against Hugh Marti, and I evaded into Wales Besides 
my ordmary work in journalism, I spent the first months 
of 1921 m speaking about Ireland up and down the country, 
especially in opposition to the Government’s policy of 
authorised reprisals It seemed to me a question of national 
honour Should the country be driven to say, '* All 1s lost, 
including honour?” Or should it descend to a yet lower 
level, and say, “ Excepting honour, nothing 1s lost 2”? At 
the same time I tried to impress upon the audiences the 
truth of what “Æ?” m his noble idealism had urged mo 
to remember even in extremes “In every human bemg 
there 1s somethmg to which justice and mghteousness can 
make appeal ‘You have only to find it’ With me on the 
platform sometimes were kmdly and reasonable leaders of 
the Labour Party, sometimes well-known leaders im other 
grades of society, such as Professor Browne, the Oriental 
scholar 1n Cambridge , Bishop Maud of Kensmgton, brother 
of Wilhe Maud, my old colleague as war-correspondent im 
former eampaigns , Lord Buckmaster, ex-Lord Chancellor j 
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and Lady Aberdeen. But none of us seemed able to find 
m our Ministers that point to which justice and righteousne-3 
could appeal Repricals, far from atsuaging the hostile 
spirit in Ireland, only mereased the number of sembushes 
and murders Ambushes ond murders only inereaced the 
number of executions, and to such an c tent that I wrote 
in the Nation an article proposing “A Now Way to pay Old 
Debts” by charging a shding senle of rates for admic30n 
to the spectacle of the executions, proceeds to be allotted 
to the sinking fund of our National War Debt 

In that year (1921) I was twice egain in Ircland first in 
May for the elections to the two Parhaments of Dublin 
and Belfast Perhaps "election " was hardly the word in 
Southern Ireland, for 120 members out of 128 were returned 
as Sinn Feiners without any election at all But after renew- 
ing friendships in Dublin, and adding to my friends Mrs 
O'Callaghan, widow of the murdered ex-Lord Mayor of 
Limerick, Father ‘“ Paddy ” Brown, the stalwart fighting 
priest of Maynooth, and a few others, I proceeded north 
with Wadsworth to Omagh, Derry and Belfast again, where 
the clection was running hot as between angels of light and 
devils of darkness, each party claiming to stand on the side 
of the angels Then, and I wish I could hope it was for the 
last time, among the small hills and valleys of ‘‘ County 
Up-and-Down ” I heard tho rattle of the Orange drum 
The sound 1s like no other music It prompts to war, but 
it does not throb like the war drum It stirs to religious 
frenzy, but 1t does not boom hke the drums of the African 
forest With hard incessant hitle taps 1t rattles among the 
fields and hills The diummer's cut and bleeding wrists, 
tho bloodstained parchment of the drum, the accompanying 
crowd marching backwards in front of it, all proclaim 8 
fervid ecstasy, as when Orientals march in rows, cutting 
themselves and shouting lamentations for the Prophet's 
race The ecstasy 1s roused for Dutch Wilham III and the 
Protestant God—that strangely assorted pair, thus combined 
in history and worship But as wise Professor Henry then 
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sd to me  ''People here, whether Protestant or Catholic, 
don’t think with their brams. They thmk with their solar 
plexus " 

And so, on the Sunday, two days before the election, 1 
heard one preacher crymg to his embattled congregation, 
“The Sword of the Lord and of Gideon!” meanmg by 
Gideon either Sr Edward Carson or Sir James Craig, and 
assurmg them that on the Tuesday God Himself would 
guide their pencils upon the ballot-papers Another chose 
for text, ‘‘ By the three hundred men that lap I will save 
you,” meaning a sufficient majority of Protestant voters 
Another preacher said that when he came to Belfast and heard 
the Protestant psalms and hymns, he always sad to 
himself, “ This ıs like the Israel of old This 1s God's land, 
this the home of the open Bible, this the sacramental people ”’ 
Whereas Cathohcism, he told us, was “ a Church whose whole 
history was the rearing of museums for the past, a Church 
that had always hved among relics and bones, a Church 
that lived by ancestor-worship, like the Chinese”? How 
enviable, I thought, must be conviction assured hke this! 
But how desirable if only the Book of Joshua, the invasion 
of Palestine, and the slaughter of the Amalekites could be 
forgotten for ever, and these ingenuous people cease to live 
among the bones and relics of Jewish antiquity 

The election day came, and, as had been eapected, the 
dead themselves, stimulated by rehgious zeal, on both sides 
rose from their graves and voted m accordance with their 
earthly convictions It was even suggested that polling- 
booths should be erected m the churchyards ‘“ Debout les 
moris!" cried the famous Frenchman when the enemy’s 
assault upon Verdun was hottest So m Ulster the dead 
arose to victory the majority at least to a victory of 40. 
out of 52 That was on May 24th, and the next day the Sinn 
Femers m Dubln burnt down the eighteenth-century 

ustom House beside the river It was the most beautiful 
building in the city, but the British Government used 1t for 
stores, and fire consumed them all The Sinn Fein Bulletan 
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pleaded ım justification: ‘“‘ The lives of four million people 
are a more sacred charge than any architectural masterpiece 
The Custom House was one of the seats of an alien tyranny 
If 1t had been possible to strike effectively at the tyranny ıb 
represented without injury to the structure, the Custom 
House would have been spared But that was not possible ” 
Yet I could not but think that those who destroy so noble a 
work of creative art, ‘‘ slay,’ m Muilton’s splendid phrase, 
" an 1mmortahty rather than a hfe ” 

Outrages and reprisals still further mecreased The 
Government had then about 50,000 armed forces 1n Ireland, 
and Mr Lloyd George announced that the number was to 
be mcreased, while Lord Birkenhead, as Lord Chancellor, 
informed the House of Lords that there existed “a small 
war” between Ireland and Great Britam, which ıt was the 
Government's mtention to carry to the bitter end, no matter 
with what regret or with what loss All eapected a war like 
the South African, with drives and devastation and concen- 
tration camps For Ireland was to be ‘“ reconquered,” 
as by the British invasions under Elizabeth and Oliver 
Cromwell 

Suddenly there came a healthful change, and one may 
attribute 16 1n part to the King's courage m visiting Belfast 
for the opening of the Northern Parhament under the 
“Partition Act" (June 22nd) Tn his speech there he 
appealed to all Irishmen to pause, to hold out the hand of 
forbearance and conciliation, to forgive and forget, and to 
jom mm making for the land which they all loved a new era of 
peace, contentment and goodwill On this occasion 16 seems 
probable that King George exercised the same kind of 
mfluence that Queen Victoria had sometimes exercised 
For, two days later, Mr Lloyd George mvited Sir James 
Craig and Mr De Valera to meet ın conference ın London 
Somethmg may also be due to General Smuts, who held 
brief consultation with Mr De Valera m Dublin early in 
July. I need not follow the prolonged and dubious negotia- 
tions, for, of course, I had no part m them, except by Jong | 
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the vast crowd (gallant Mrs Green and old Count Plunkett 
among them) who welcomed Mr Do Valera and Arthur 
Griffith (lately released from prison) when they arrived at 
Euston (July 12th) And agam when I stood waiting 
for hours at the entrance of Downing Street, amd rows of 
Trish women kneeling on the pavement and saying the rosary 
over and over again, without shame or self-consciousness, 
until the Insh leaders emerged from the first conference 
(July 14th) 

For about a month secret conferences and discussions, 
chiefly by telegraph, contmued between Mr Lloyd George 
and Mr De Valera, who persisted m asserting Ireland’s 
claim to sovereign independence, which the British Cabmet 
could not grant When at last 16 was known that tho 
proposed terms would be published and laid before the Dail, 
lerossed agam to Dubhn (August 14th), and was sitting alone 
that Sunday evemmg with '7E ," when Countess Marlae- 
viez rushed in, bringing the news that Ireland was to have full] 
Dominion status, with mdependent finance, hmted mihtary 
forces for home defence, her own police, and unity in 
government i£ North and South could agree. Great Britam 
was to retain control of the Insh seas and air defence, with 
free trade between the countries, and Ireland was to contri- 
bute a share of the National Debt The Conntess declared 
these proposals had already been rejected, and othe: women 
who came m, supported her in joyful excitement at the 
prospect of continued conflict “Æ” on the other hand 
was terribly depressed, and spoke with bitter disappointment 
of the rum of all his hopes for the country, especially as 
involving the destruction of hus hfe's work m promoting 
co-operative farmmg To him, as to myself, the terms marked 
an advance that would have seemed imeredible even five 
years before—an incredible advance certainly upon anythmg 
that Parnell or Redmond ever imagined So a day of 
hope ended only in despair 

On August 16th I was present at the first meeting of the 


new Dail, held m the Round Room of the Mansion House, 
o 
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a ramshackle, circular hall, built originally to accommodate 
the drunken revels of George LV The members took an 
oath to support and defend the Irish Republic and its 
Government Professor John MacNeill was appointed, 
Speaker, and opened the proceedings in the Irish language, 
which he understood, as did a few of the other members 
Mr De Valera then, adopting our common and compre- 
hensible tongue, dehvered what appeared to me a threatening 
and warlke address, declaumg that the first duty of the 
Ministry was to estabhsh a Republie, through wluch alone 
Irish freedom could be secured It was evident to myself 
that his speech implicd the rejection of the terms, though 
others continued hopeful To me the one ray of hope was 
his assertion ‘We are not Republcan doctrinaires ” 
But, unhappily, that was exactly what he and his most 
ardent supporters were His speech next day upon the 
same scene only confirmed the apprehensions of those who 
desired peace It absolutely rejected the terms for the 
doctrmaires had won Mrs Green, in the wisdom of her long 
and intimate experience of English political life, said to me 
that the brains of many people lke Erskime Childers had 
been so long poisoned and stramed that, for their own health, 
they ought to be shut up to rest On the other hand, that 
wise Quaker, James Douglas, and a few others, retamed a 
hope which I as a downright Englishman could not under- 
stand 

Secret sessions of the Dail then began, and knowing 
that Mr Alfred Cope, who was Assistant Under-Secretary 
to the Lord-Lieutenant, was still labourmg for peace, I 
ventured into the Castle 1tself to call upon him , for 16 was 
rightly supposed that he had a wholesome influence upon Mr 
Lloyd George I found him a youngish, black-haired man, 
with finely wimkled face, uneapectedly courteous and 
friendly to myself He still thought peace might come, and 
though he recognised all the danger of the doctrmaires, he 
beheved that Arthur Griffith and a few others possessed 
political wisdom. He even thought that the Six Counties 
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of Ulster would ultimately come m when they found that 
“substantial? people were taking the lead m Southern 
Ireland 

As he spoke, the door was flung open, and with a crash 
appeared a small, alert, and brown-faced officer an à general's 
khaki uniform It was General Tudor, “ Police Adviser ” 
m Ireland, and really in command of the Black-and-Tans and 
Auxtharies Hearmg my name, he looked me up and down 
from hair to boots and back agam m silence — For indeed 
there were probably few men in the world whom he regarded 
with such contemptuous hostihty a feehng amply 1etuined 
so far as hostility went He then began talking rapidly in 
the usual mihtary style, especially praisimg someone who, 
im reference to the Bullen and its editors (known to be 
Erskine Childers and his wife) had said to nm, “ Don’t 
argue with the beggars. Shoot them!” 

Perhaps with a side glance at me, he then fell to a violent 
attack upon Hugh Martm of the Daly News for abuse of 
* hus men" , and upon General Crozier for having resigned 
because he was not permitted to mamtain discipline among 
the Auxtharies He-also charged the men of the Insh 
Republican Army with breakmg the truce by drilling, import- 
mg arms, and wearmg umform Mr Cope urged the 
necessity of patience and some allowance for the excited 
passions of Irishmen, and takimg me into another room, he 
impressed upon me, half m apology, that Tudor was “a 
mere soldier, but entirely white and straight, an excellent 
officer," as indeed he was to prove afterwards mn Palestme. 
Altogether, 16 was evident to me that Mr Cope wished to 
show himself kmdly and conoihatory in the mudst of the 
troubles For which reason the Auxiharies called him “a, 
bloody Smn Femer ”1 

A few days afterwards I visited John Dillon agam, and 
X6 was touching to observe how pleased he was For deed 
he was living as isolated as a cromJech or one of Ireland’s 


! For @ soldier’s estimate of Sir Alfred Cope, see General Sir Nevil 
Macready’s “ Annals of an Active Life,” vol. II, pp 492-493 


196 ENGLAND'S REDEMPTION 


ancient crosses He said, I don't know on what authority, 
that Mr De Valera had come to a private understanding with 
Mr Lloyd George before negotiations began, but as to the 
oath he could not stand up agamst the young men and 
young women who were crazy for bloodshed and excitement 
He was furious about a “ poisonous article ” in the Bulletin. 
He had always thought Erskine Childers “a pernicious 
danger,” and now he strongly condemned Mrs Childers 
for her mcıtements and interference 1m lrish affaws He 
knew that Mr Lloyd George, whom he still admired for his 
eleverness, would grant eveiyUhmg but secession and the 
compulsion of Ulster, and so he still retamed “ some kind of 
hope,” and I said goodbye to that noble, historic, and 
melancholy figure for the last time 

A few days later General Sir Nevil Macready, Commander- 
in-Chief of the British Forces in Ireland, invited me to lunch 
at his headquarters in the Royal Hospital, the véry beautiful 
classic buildmg designed by Wren himself I was rather 
surprised, but ıt appeared that he had been reading my 
telegrams to the Daily Herald and was pleased with my 
obvious desire for peace upon the proffered terms a desire 
he almost desperately shared Also he remembered me 
from old Ladysmith days, and at the -head-quarters m 
St Omer, when he was Adjutant-General to Sir John French 
After lunch, during which two model A D C's, dressed with 
faultless prettmess, conversed with faultless propriety upon 
horses and sports, the General walked me for a long time up 
and down the beautiful garden, describmg his extre 
difficulties The truce, he said, had only mcreased tk 
owing to the Smn Fem “ pmm-pricks,” which he could 
longer answer with military force He said that, lke 
soldiers, he was only longing for peace, 1n the hope that ue 
might get away and live m quietude upon a hill overlookmg 
the Mediterranean He would never have undertaken this 
job but for his personal affection towards '* Johnme French, 
so stupid and so lovable ” He had told Alfred Cope that he 
himself still retamed some feeling for the Empue, and would 
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leave Ireland keepmg at least Ins shirt and trousers on, 
whereas Cope would go back stark naked He knew all 
about the Erskme Childers faction, which he regarded as 
the chief obstacle to settlement, and ho appeared uneasy 
and harassed, but kindly and well-disposed at heart, as I 
had always found him 1n his former positions, which indeed 
were far less difficult 2 s 

On August 26th the Dail met agam in the Round Room 
of the Mansion House to declare the solemn result of its 
secret consultations. I was fully aware of the solemnity, 
but at first my attention was distracted by an American 
woman journalist beside me, who expressed herself as much 
interested m the chastity of the priests and fiars among the 
audience, and the chances of overcommg if To which I 
could only reply that I knew nothing about the subject, but 
she might try her chance, for no one was better fitted to 
succeed At that she fell silent, and at noon Mr. De Valera 
read the Dail’s answer to the British Cabmet. It was 
a complete and absolute refusal of the terms, without a 
ghmmer of hope, and at the end Mr De Valera mado a 
short speech of defiance, eapressing the belief that the British 
Empire would end before the Imsh confhet agamst 1t ended 
Such sentiments were enthusiastically applauded, as violent 
sentiments always are But grim despondency settled 
down on myself and all my friends Mrs Green, James 
Good, James Douglas, Diarrmd Coffey, and all the rest, 
excepting only “AU,” who has never despaired Meeting 
John MacNeill, the Insh scholar, mn the street, I was told, as 
was to be eapected from a scholar, that he had felt obliged 
to stick to the abstract principle of entire separation, but 
did not expect England would fight, smce her interest lay 
1n peace, and there might be trouble m India Yrephed that 
no better terms could be expected, and he was banking 
upon a terrible msk But we parted on a friendly footing, and 
I returned to London, in deep depression at what seemed the 


* "The General's own detailed account of lus difficulties in Ireland may 
be found in his “ Annals of an Active Life,” p 459 to end 
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wieck of all that the English friends of Treland and their own 
country had attempted so earnestly and so long 

Yet to some extent ‘ Al’s” hope was justified Mr 
Lloyd George showed himself persistent and, as I thought, 
even compliant in the cause of peace ‘Telegrams and letters 
of negotiation were still exchanged, and nt last, with an 
invitation io a renewed conference on October 11th, the 
Prime Minister stated that, though the Government 
dofimtely ruled out the supposition of an independent 
Republic, they would not now require a formal withdrawal 
of the claim from the Irish leaders Rather strangely, as I 
stil consider, Mr Do Valera appeared to regard this as a 
considerable concession, and on October Sth, I went to 
Euston to cheer the new Irish delegates on arrival—Arthur 
Guffith, stable and wise, Michael Collins, wise and heroic, 
R C Barton, alert and humorous, Gavan Duffy, torn 
between logic and life, and E J Duggan, whom I had not 
known 

A fortmght later, while the conference was stil being 
carried on in secret, I sailed for the Washington Naval 
Conference, as will bo mentioned m another chapter But 
all day long upon that voyage I was held in suspense 
accordmg to the wireless news There came the telegram 
from the Pope, praying that the negotiations mght bring 
an end to the age-long dissension between England and 
Ireland , and then came Mr Do Valera's telegram to the 
Pope, proclarmmg that the Trish owed no allegiance to tho 
Burtish King, and had already announced their dependence 
by a regular election to the Dail Then came the Parlia- 
mentary debate upon a vote of censure on the British 
Government for 1ts pacific policy in Ireland, supported by 
the Die-hard group And just as I landed in New York, 
we heard the news of the vote’s defeat by 439 to 43 

Still I remamed ın a torment of anxiety as week after 
week went by. That tiresome and almost obsolete Oath 
of Allegiance was said io be tho stumbhng-block, and 
on December 5th we heard in Washington*that, owmg to 
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this difficulty, the conference m London had broken down. 
Then, the very next day, arrived the overwhelming news 
that the Treaty between Great Bmtam and Southern 
Ireland, now called “ The Free State,” had been actually 
signed. Unquestionably, that was one of the two happiest 
days of my hfe, the other bemg February 6, 1918, when the 
Woman Snifrage Bill was passed I went about Washington 
possessed with joy, like unto those who dream, whose 
mouth 1s filled with laughter and their tongue with joy. I 
bought every paper ın the streets that I might read the 
joyful telegram agam The sudden glory seemed meredible 
Could it possibly be that the perennial stam upon my own 
country’s reputation was now to be washed out? Could it 
possibly be that Ireland had won for herself a reality of 
freedom so far beyond the 1magmation or hope of her 
greatest patriots durmg at least these hundred and twenty- 
three years of almost ceaseless struggle and misery ? So 
far as a mere English journalist can avail at all, I had 
wiitten and laboured for this purpose throughout a genera- 
tion of time, and now the end had come What greater 
happimess could any human soul desire 2 

On December 8th, I recerved the high honour of bemg 
invited the only Enghshman invited to a great banquet 
im the Shoreham Hotel m Washmgton to celebrate the 
conclusion of the Treaty Bishop Sheahan was m the 
chair, and speeches of rollmg and exultant eloquence were 
made by exuberant old Bourke Cochran, who had long led 
the Insh movement m Washmgton, Frank Walsh, and 
others, more critical speeches by John Boland, long a 
Nationalist member m the London Parhament, and James 
O'Mara, Lord Mayor of Limerick The day before they had 
both jomed me m exultation, but now I noticed a cooler 
tone Still, yoy and gladness prevailed until the banquet 
hall began to look deserted 

Then, as we came away under the stars, some one whispered. 
that a telegram had been recerved — '* Renounoce Treaty, De 
Valera? It was a hghtnmg stroke, killing all our joy, and 1 
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destined to set Ireland again in flamo, but not to 1enew 
my own country's long centuries of disgrace. 


Notr —In summary tho terms of the Treaty ran (1) Tho Irish 
Free Stato was to have the same constitutional status in tho British 
Empro as the Dominion of Canada, the Commonweilth of Australia, 
the Dominion of Now Zealand, and the Union of South Africa 

(2) Membors of its Parlament wero to swear true faith snd 
allogianco to its constitution and to bo faithful to tho Kang in virtuo 
of tho common citizenship with Great, Britain. and. memborship of 
the group of nations forming tho British Commonwealth of Nations- 

(3) British Imperial forces should undortahe Ircland’s coastal 
defence until tho Freo Stato could undortnko it herself And sit 
pomis around the coast woro to bo íreo of uso for tho Imporial 
forces in peaco or war (4) Tho Free Stato should establish a 
mihtary defence forco having the same proportion to the Bntish 
army as tho population of Ireland boro to the population of Great 
Britan (5) Free access to ports between tho two countries 
(6) Tho boundary botween the Freo State and Northern Ireland 
was to bo adjudged by a commission of throo—one for cach division, 
and a chairman by the British Government 


CHAPTER VIII 


“ SWEET LAND OF TIRERTY ” 


“Come Muse migrate from Greece and Ionia, 

Cross out please those immensely overpard accounts, 

That matter of Troy and Achilles’ wrath, and 47ncas', Odysscus! wanderinge, 
Placard ‘ Removed’ and ‘To Let’ on the rocis of your snowy Parnassus, 


Repeat at Jerusalem, place the notice high on Jaffa’s qatc and on Mount 
Monah, 


The same on the walls of your German, French and Spanish castles, and 
Italian collections, 


For know a better, fresher, busier sphere, a wide, untried domain auaits, 
demands you” 


Warr Wiuiman ‘Song of the Exposition,” 2 


MUST go back a few months to make my two visits 
I to the Umted States hang together For m tho Spring 

of 1920, on the strength of a welcome presentation 
contributed by 1magmative men and women as reward for 
Imaginary services, I resolved to discover America, a 
country of which I was as ignorant as Columbus before he 
started What sedentary person can imagine, what travoller 
forget, the first vision of that discovery ? Ghding up tho 
still waters of an estuary, passing the considerable Statuo 
of Liberty, securely founded, it is said, upon a gaol, tho 
traveller beholds suddenly revealed to him a dream-hke 
city of romance, unequalled for grandeur by any covert 
that man has yet designed as a shelter against the wind and 
ran Binldmgs, grouped beside buildings, riso to irregular 
but amazing height They rise ın all the beauty of simpheity, 
straight, and hardly touched by the defihng hand of orna- 
ment Itis a marvel that they could so stand And from 
the midst of the solemn group rises a vast tower, higher 
than all the rest, and, as I approached I thought to myself . 
"^ Surely 16 must be the Cathedral of this holy vision For 
if there ıs any God to be worshipped in this dreamlike and 
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undiscovered countiy, He must needs be worshipped there ” 
But ıt was tho Woolworth Building, a purcly commorcial 
edifice, financed on si penny goods, and decorated with 
pseudo-Gothie claboration 

Sceptical satro would have been easy, but misplaced, 
For the next day I attended a meeting of the " Intei- 
church Woild Movement of North Ameuica ” in the Hippo- 
drome, which roughly corresponds to our Albert Hall 
Thirty Protestant churches were there combined to 
Christianiso the Earth, the Roman and Anglican (or 
Episcopalian) Churches alone standing aloof from the 
commendable enterprise The Thirty meluded 15,000,000 
of America’s Protestants, and their object was “ to compel 
people to seo the Program of Christ” Yor this purpose 
they proposed to 1aise about £70,000,000 (at par) within five 
years, “so as to expand and standardise Christianity ” 
The exact sum in millions of dollars ended with the figure 
“72,” and I could not but appreciate the accuracy of that 
“2” (say eight shillmgs at pat) m so vast a scheme 

A largo advertisement announced tho meeting with the 
words  'Feth! Hard-headed Business Men are agreed 
that Faith 1s needed unde: present Conditions," and, 
knowing that a good deal was needed, I went, all the 
more willingly because Mi John D Rockefeller, Jun, 
was going to speak, and I had heard of him as a young man 
trying, with earnest solicitude, to pass a camel through the 
eyo of a needle. 

The large audience overflowed on to the stage, but room 
was kept for four tall young women, diessed ın old-fashioned 
white mghtgowns, reachmg to thew feet, so that they 
looked for all the world hke angels who had lost then wings 
At thice o’clock they rose simultancously, set cavalry 
trumpets to their lps, and Jed the audience in the fambar 
hymn, “Hold the fort, for I am coming,” tho words of 
which were thrown upon a lantern screen lme by hne 
When for the last timo we had flashed the answer back to 
heaven, the four wingless angels played us “The Lost 


“INTERCHURCH WORLD MOVEMENT" 203 


Chord? m umson twice through on their trumpets, and 
young Mr Rockefeller, after readmg a chapter from the 
mcomprehensible Revelation of St John, was introduced 
by the Mmuster of the Brick Presbyterian Church as 
“one who had caught a vision of the Movement with his 
accustomed clarity of judgment” the same clarity, I 
supposed, as he displayed as herr to the great Trust, Combine, 
Syndicate, or “ Octopus ” which enabled him to contribute 
largely to the World Fund for the promulgation of 
Christianity 

A type-weitten copy of bis speech was handed to me 
before he began, and so Y was able to follow precisely his 
statement that the world was seeking some solution of the 
great problems pressing upon it, and I heartily agreed 
Force, he said, had been tried, and 16 had ended in rmn, 
Tndividualism had been tried, and it had ended ın the 
selfishness, the self-seeking, the thoughtlessness of the 
masses And not only of the masses, I silently suggested 


“So now,” Mr Rockefeller continued, “we are hearing 
leaders ın the business world saying that the Golden Rule 
must be introduced into busmess, and that only would 
solve the problems of mdustrial hfe We were coming to 
reahse that, after all, the solution was to be nothing new 
but the re-mtroduction mto our hearts and hves of the 
spirit and the life of the simple Carpenter of Nazareth ” 


Yes, I thought, that doctrine seemed simple and familar 
If it had been rather less farmhar, 1t might have sounded a 
httle dangerous at a time when all Radicals, Socialists, and 
Bolshevists were being clapped ito gaol as equally hostile 
to established society But no one was questioning the 
blessmg of Christianity, because no one dared to practise 
it And so the next speaker went quietly on to show us 
chagrams proving how many millions in the world had 
never yet heard of Christ and the Thirty Churches Then 
we all sang, “‘ My country ’tis of thee, Sweet land of Liberty,” 
to the tune of our National Anthem, each lme being 
illustrated on the screen by a picture of American scenery, 
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domestic happmess or symbolic statuary, and I realised 
the advantage that the Americans have m this respect 
For how on a screen could we decently illustrate tho hnes, 
“ Confound thor polities ! Frustrate therr knavish trieks ! ” 
As the final picture we were shown a lofty structure de- 
seribed as “a poet’s dream of the Church United—the 
Tnterchurch of the Movement," and ıt was the very mage 
of the Woolworth Building 

Soon afterwards May Day came to the sweet Land of 
Liberty, and 16 was a day of carefully prepared panic. 
Mr Mitchell Palmer, the Attorney-General in Washington, 
had issued solemn warnings to the whole country. He saw 
Red Terror lurking m every hole He smelt Bolshevik 
gold on every unwashed hand Like our own Government 
1n Ireland, he discovered a plot He posted 11,000 policemen 
at strategic points throughout New York City He stationed 
guards at the houses of the mmllionaires.— All that prescience 
could devise was accomplished May Day came, but no 
massacre May Day went Nota dog barked Prescience 
was vindicated 

Guided by a Labour leader, I passed unperturbed from one 
workers’ meeting to another, progressmg along the east 
side of the narrow peninsula of rock upon which the romantic 
city stands secure Most of the halls were bmlt for Jewish 
ceremonies, marriages, and other ancient rites On one 
platform 1 found myself seated mm an elaborately carved 
stall hke a bishop's throne But it was mtended for a 
priest of a much older religion than the Christian, and many 
a Mimam and Jacob had phghted ther troth before 1 
Zangwill once told me there were only about 12,000,000 
Jews im all the world, but in that case surely there can be 
none outside New York He placed ts “ Melting Pot” 
in that city itself, but 1t appeared to me that the graven 
image of Judah never melted I saw many other races 
The “ Chinks ? whom I had known so well, were smiling 
as they smile all round the world Dark-eyed Italians were 
tricking out ther httle guls m white musim for the First 
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Communion, and bitterly lamenting the Prolulntion that 
dned the kindly flow of then famhar xed wmo I had heard 
there were 25 000,000 people in the States who could hardly 
understand the American language, and at every corner 
I saw newspapers prmted m German, Gieck, Czecho- 
Slovalaan, Polish, and other results of Babel Yet, wherever 
I went were Jews, Jews, Jews, and tho orators at all the 
meetings spoke in that mixture of German, Hebrew, and 
other tongues that enrries Jews thiough every market. 

The audiences were furniture-makeis, tailors (the great 
majority) and “ white-goods ” makers (chiefly girls) The 
demands were the demands of the working people every- 
where “The profit of the work for those who make 16,” 
* the control of the industry by those who understand it, " 
and, of course, denunciation of Capitalism as the common 
enemy of mankind But one heaid also the claim to the 
finer sides and interests of hfe to hfe moie abundant, 
and to ‘ All the best of hfe for those who create the means ” 
These workers were hwmg 1n dull 1ed-biick or dull brown- 
stone houses of five or six stones. such as charactensed 
New York before the genius of McKim and his followers 
transformed i6 mto beauty. Down ihe fronts run spidoiy 
iron staircases for fire-escapes, adding to the untidy serap- 
piness of the streets, which the children use as ther only 
playground But prosperity was then fairly general, and 
though prices were rismg rapidly, wages roso rather quicker 
l was told that a good workman could make as much as 
£15 or even more in purchasing value, and an average girl 
from £8 to £10 a week On the surface, conditions looked 
better than m our East End. The men seemed better fed, 
the girls better dressed But there was no legal drmk, and 
that made some difference 

The most reactionary paper in the city had mformed us 
that mornmg that * the mad dog of mternationalism was 
frothing at the mouth ” The mouth was there, but 1t refused 
to froth Tn New York, and mdeed all through the States, 
I was struck by a peculiar absence of mdignation. The 
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eountiy 18 too vast. for the. coneentrotion of wide-spread 
rage "There is no gatheung pomt for indignant protest 
like our Hyde Park or Trafalgar Square General prosperity 
was partl, the cause, for no prosperous being wishes to 
make a disturbance But the Amencans scemed to me 
leiurely, nequiescent, patient, obedient not a “ fierce 
people,” as Burke called the English They eubmit quietly 
to the injustice. of authonts—to what thar own Walt 
Whitman called “the nover-ending audacity of elected 
persons” Jt eo happened that on that very May Day a 
courageous young gul of twenty, Mollie Steamer, was bemg 
transferred to the gnolin which she was condemned to spend 
fifteen years For murder ? No such thing! For having 
shared 1n the crimo of issuing a pimphlet protesting against 
the use of American troops in any invasion of Russia She 
and thico men were thus sentenced under the Espionage 
Act, our DOR A’s ugher sister, and of the nine judges 
in the Supreme Court at Washington only two of course, 
Justice Oliver Wendell Holmes and Justice Brandeis—had 
refused to support the abomination Otherwise one felt 
hardly a upple of protest The country was too large 
What did San Francisco care about Mollie Sterme: ? And 
the people we1e too patient, too obedient, too standardised 
to rise m fierce indignation such as would have rocked an 
Enghsh Government 

I nced not speak of American hospitahty — Every English- 
man knows it 1s overwhelming, not only ım luncheons, 
banquets, and prolonged motor-drives, but in politeness and 
sympathetic understanding Iwent about among the people 
of all classes, as an utterly unknown foreigner, speaking thorr 
language with a distinctly foreign. accent, and by all classes 

Journalists, financiers, politicians, and workmg men— 

was received with mvariablo courtesy and apparent 
pleasure One would have thought everyone had been 
waiting all his hfe just for the opportunity of doing me & 
service, 1f only by showmg me the way In our own country 
we never say, " Glad io meet you, sir! " and we seldom 
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aie glad But the American's genial manner of saying 1t, 
and even feeling 1b how charming after the English or 
Scottish sullen assumption that every stranger 1s probably an 
enemy and certainly a bore! Unhappily, 1t would be unwise 
to pursue this dehghtful theme, for when I first wrote 
with high appreciation of this American charm, one of the 
leading papers mm the Eastern States resented my commenda- 
tions with American humour ! 

For fear of again rousing hostilty by commendation, 
I will now only add that the readimess to help, to be of 
service, to consider one’s feelings and make things easy 15 
widespread Even officials are polite, and appear to think 
that they are there to give assistance mstead of putting 
every hindrance in ones way To pass into the Government 
offices of Whitehall from the common streots of New York 
or Washington is hike passing from humanity into a wilder- 
ness of snarling chimpanzees This pleasing courtesy was 
to me all the more unexpected because the American childron 
whom I happened to meet usually displayed the character- 
istics that we associate with old age  querulousness, greed, 
self-absorption, and physical timidity But as they grow 
up they shake off these senile quahties and develop into 
men and women singularly simple-hearted, Ingh-spinted, 


1 T may oxtract. a few epithets from this attractive specimon of American 
journahsm “H W WN, priceless old dear, and writor chap on tho 
Manchester (England) Guardian, has retuned to tho jolly old homo after 
a ramble through the American provinces, astounded really, and Mms 
heavy old expectations crushed no end, at what ho found over here 

“Tho darhng old spiffer camo across looking for American manners, 
dashed queer mission when one comes to think aboutit{! Fancy Americans 
having manners —But Nevvy, old toodle oo, always was a doucedly 
queer chappy, up to no end of impossible tashs Regular ogg, old Novvy ! "' 

After quoting some of my observations on the differences of pronunei- 
ation (“scribbles old omelette”), the humounst continues ‘ Fancy 
persons making such mistakes! Jolly decont old hnguist, old Nevvy ! 
Understands everything, perfect wonder !’—‘ A marvel old Novvy! 
Picks things up ım @ blinking instant! Nothing escapes lus jolly old 
eagle eye! All egg, nothing less!” And so, after various quotations 
from my laudatory article, the ngh spinted critic ends with “ Fancy ! 
What!” His emticism appeared in Lhe Brooklyn Eagle of August ist 


1920 No wonder The Brooklyn Eagle 1s accounted among the foremost 
Papers in the Umted States 
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anxıous to please others, and pleased with any fortune that 
may befall themselves It 18 a blessed transfo1mation, and 
perhaps 16 may be ically bettor in the end, however 
unpleasant, to allow children to bark, bite, and be as dis- 
agreeable as nature made them, ın the hope that so they 
may purge away their unamahle dispositions before 
maturity 

But critics all told me that the people remained “ crude,” 
and I suppose that was tiue On Sundays, for instance, the 
great majority of men and women browsed upon “ printed 
matter” that English clnidren would reject as mental 
hog-wash Perhaps editors are so terrified of the advertisers 
that they dare not admit anything outside the limts of 
“standardised material” The people themselves will 
swallow anything but the uneapected They tamely accept 
a thetone at which even our most flamboyant patriots 
would laugh or mstance, a leadmg article in one of the 
greatest New York papers denounced “the fraudulent 
slogan of politicians who wanted the Nation’s eternal 
obligation to our splendid young manhood which throttled 
the German shock troops in their tracks to be paid off in 
paltry dollars bills”? The wiiter continued . 


“* Our battalions of youth, courage, and daring never went 
to the front for Hessian hire Ther services never can be 
appraised as cloth 1s measured with a yardstick, or even 
as fine gold 1s weighed on a balancing scale If we are to 
continue as the nation for which milhons offered, and 
thousands gave the hves, the account will stand, and 
stand proudly, till Gabriel blows his trump ” 


And all because somebody proposed a bonus for the 
ex-soldiers in the war! Simlarly the advertisements sought 
to allure the uncritical mmd by assummg the tone of what 
18 there called ** deep stuff " A paper that was printing two 
milion copies a week contamed a whole page headed “‘ The 
Truth that embodies all Truth,” and after a philosophic 
discourse upon the meaning of Truth, the page concluded 
with the words, “ This 1s the Truth that embodies all Truth , 
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this 1s the Truth that makes men free” I looked for a 
reference to the New Testament, but tucked away m a 
corner I found an advertisement for a Motor-Car Company. 

The confusion of mind that anses fiom want of criticism 
m rehgious matters would be imeredible if 16 were not 
illustrated by the 1nstances that Sinclair Lewis has crowded 
together m his * Elmer Gantry ” Ifonnd the same readimess 
to swallow everything that came to hand in hterature and 
political discussions, too ‘“* Discussion ” 18 hardly the word, 
for though I was courteously invited to lecture at many of 
the Clubs and famous Universities m the Eastern States, 
my chief difficulty was to induce discussion or oven have 
questions put at the end, though I insisted on the obvious 
truth that no lecture 1s of any value without discussion 
As 1s well known, men and women listen to far more lectures 
in the Umted States and Canada than anywhore else in 
the world, and they listen with gieat patience Speaking 
in England, I had been accustomed, hke other people, to 
cries of “ Question ! " loud dissent, and violent interruption, 
followed by the criticism of cross-questioning and debate 
But m America the audiences sat silent, drinkmg it all in, 
as though it were the fambhar Gospel or music flowmg 
through tho channel of thew ears No interiuption, no 
violence, and at the end it was only by persistent appeal 
that I could get a yuestion or two asked Yet I certamly 
had not avoided matters of controversy, and probably had 
committed many errors of judgment and fact I have 
listened in New York to a lecture so crammed with nonsense 
and ignorant mistakes that one might have expected the 
very walls to cry out Yet the audience sat patient as 
sheep They lapped it up, and left the hall to forget ıt all 
outside 

This silent and unquestionmg endurance seemed to me 
another result of American obedience to authority’ Perhaps, 
T thought, obedience comes from the rigid. habits meulcated 
by those depressmg Pilgrim Fathers Perhaps from the 
bygone habit of negro slavery, and the contmued presence 
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of millions from whom obedience 1s still expected Perhaps 
from the la1ge mtermixtuie of other 1aces who mherit httlo 
of our fierce tempor, and have been for centunes accustomed 
to endure domination. Perhaps fiom the general fear of 
change the fear that preserves a doctrmaire and obsolete 
Constitution as the Ark of the Covenant, the Heaven-sent 
Tables of the Law It 1s American obedience that prompts 
the interminable patience of the people waiting m queues , 
the submission to the police and the signals in traffic, so 
that even a suicide will obey rather than run any risk, and 
when I wanted to cross a eiowded stiect my neighbours 
would drag me back as though they had caught a murderer 
Tn the Central Park of New York there 1s a large expanse of 
good grass among the outcropping rocks, but I never saw 
man, woman, or child venture to walk on it, still less to 
sprawl as 1s the Londoner’s way In a Pullman train one 
sometimes discovers a smoking carriage at the end, but if 
not, no one thmks of smoking except in the lavatoiy pro- 
vided for men upon each car, and in the morning crammed 
to suffocation with passengers washing and dressing as well 
as smokmg At that time no woman might smoke upon a 
tiain, and even in restaurants and steamers a woman who 
smoked was insulted, as, to judge from Miss Maude Royden’s 
experience in 1928, she apparently still may be 

Far worse, 1t 18 this habitual obedience that persuades the 
people to endure the Secret Police, the avowed employment 
by Government of the reptiles officially called “ under- 
cover agents” (or “stool pigeons” by thew deluded 
victims) , the atrocious system of keepmg prisoners “ imcom- 
munieado " before trial, and the unspeakable abomma- 
tions of the Third Degree ‘To submission under these 
atrocities at the hands of the State the habit of obedience 
and the fear of change had quite reconciled that sweet land 
of hberty c 

But rather than generalise upon a foreign country— 
always so dangerous a task, and the more difficult the more 
one knows let me describe a few cha1acteristic and pleasing 
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scenes Ttisrather unfortunate that 1n every groat or famous 
aty even m Rome and Athens my first desire 1s to 
escape into the country around it, and imagine what natuie 
there was hke befoie the city iose I did not find the 
citizens of New York particularly anxious to accompany me 
upon these httle excursions Perhaps they aimed at some- 
thing more extensivo, and certamly they had room for 
extension Thmk what ıt must mean for youth for male 
and feminine youth to be able, almost at any season, 
taking stick and rucksack, to “hike” away fiom the city 
for hundieds or thousands of miles across theu own continent, 
and all within range of their own language, to seok out 
** pockets ” of untouched settles from our English Border- 
land of two hundred years ago, ludden in the Appalachian 
mountains, as Cecil Sharp found them, to walk into the 
warm South and converse with soft-tongued negroes; to 
walk mto the West and live with the last of the Tndians, 
such craftsmen, such artists, such poets; to walk into the 
North and find bears and moose and lesser deer at home , 
to live m a land whore humming buds and egrets are still 
to be seen nesting and flying, and not putrefymg on the 
heads of barbarous females , to climb unknown peaks in the 
Rockies, and over the Ills and far away to stare at the 
Pacific ! 

But for want of time I could not pursue those delights, and 
I found few pursmmg them Even on the railways, all 
Americans travel by mght It must be 1n order to avoid the 
advertisements that line the raizhoads One would suffer 
much to escape those huge boards adjurmg you to eat 
Gorton’s codfish (“ No Bones !’’) or to try one bottle of the 
Three-m-One-Oul, or to “Watch Him Register” his 
pleasure in a cigarette, or to sleep with mnocence m the 
“Faultless Nightgown’ But m the effort to escape one 
does suffer much When welcome mght has blotted out the 
advertisements, the travellers have to creep into httle 
coverts, set in rows one above the other all along the length 
of the carriages, and shut off by heavy green curtams. 
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Torthe;top berths they climb by ladders, and to undiess 
lying down in them iequies acrobatic skill Through the 
long mght there thoy he. stifling for want of air or blackened 
by dust and smuts that penotiate the ventilators Heavily 
they sleep, or wakefully listen to the sorrows and wailings 
of & mother end baby above them or below, until in the 
dim morning a parti-colomed attendant gives notice of an 
approaching city, and 16 is time to crawl out, stumble up the 
oairiage, colhding against male and femunme figures, and 
wash in the crowded cupboaid at the end After which the 
parti-coloured attendant brushes each traveller down with 
a httle besom, as a last viaticum, and each gives him twonty- 
five cents (one shilhng) for the service To such conditions 
are reduced the members of a 1ace that rather prides itself 
on samty. 

Yet everyone was astomshed when, bemg invited to speak 
upon England at the M‘Gill University m Montreal, I 
actually went there by dayhght! For no one could tell mo 
anything about the country between great citics, and I 
began to doubt 1f America had any country except Niagara, 
a few chasms, and a “ park ”’ or two ,, but a park can never 
be country. Tor the benefit of American citizens I may 
record that, escaping from the random suburbs, which 
extend as far as Dobb’s Ferry up the Hudson, and are 
characterised, hke South Africa, by scrap-heaps of old ron, 
barbed wne, empty meat-tms, and abandoned boots, I 
passed up the left bank of the river, which there looks about 
four times the width of the Thames at Richmond And 
so we came to Albany, where the New York State Legislature 
had just been passing laws to extinguish the last spark of 
hberty, m the hope that these laws would then be vetoed 
by Governor “Al” Smith, which also happened For 
State Legislatures take a fond pleasure ım passmg laws with 
the confident expectation that someone or other will stop 
them on the way After Albany we entered a green and 
pastoral country of low hills and 1unnmg streams, something 
hke the quieter parts of Shropshire. White farms were 
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scattered over 1t, and there was a good deal of plough and 
garden round them Asm Holland, the cattle were chiefly 
black and white, of the breed called ** Holstem," valued for 
ther milk The farmhouses were bmit of planks laid length- 
wise (“ clapboard,” pronounced “‘ clabbud,” as “record ” 
is pronomnced “reccud,” and “concord” “ concud ”) 
They had picturesque green shutters,asin France Frequent 
spinneys, copses, and woods, supphed biniding material 
and fuel, the trees always thin and young 

As we advanced, the hills became higher, the streams 
more rapid, the country lookmg hke the approaches to 
Switzerland or the foothills of the Jura We had entered 
the beautiful State of Vermont, and those hills were the 
beginning of the Green Mountams ‘The trees here weré 
chiefly fir, the streams almost torrents, the bridges roofed 
over with wood and covered m at the sides, hke Swiss 
bridges The chief imdustry was m timber, used, I supposed, 
as pulped into paper for the New York newspapers, only the 
wiiting and prmtmg bemg afterwards required The very 
air was sub-Alpme, aboundmg in the woodland smells that 
stir homesickness hke a Swiss horn Towards evening we 
skirted the shore of a long and beautiful lake, gradually 
extending to a width of many miles, and across 1t I could 
see far away the high outlmes of the Adirondacks, still 
touched m May with snow Beside the lake the plutocratic 
youth of New York, prompted by aspiration after barbarism, 
had established a Club where they might Inxurnate m 
comfort and call it nature For myself, as I looked across 
the water of Lake Champlam, I could but see visions of 
vanished races that once enjoyed the summer there, until 
the White Man's Burden fell and crushed them out So 
in the early night L came to Montreal, and from a friend's 
high-placed house looked far into a deep blue distance across 
the orange hghts that marked the city and the St. Lawrence 
Further away still extended the unpeopled North, into 
which I longed to penetrate, but durmg my stay 1n Canada 
I could mduce no one to accompany me At that season the 
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devouring black mosquitoes were thirsting for the blood of 
an  Enghshman, and besides, two haimless travellers, 
anxious hke me to behold the unpeopled world, had lately 
attempted to cross the wilds and were no more seen 

To many other Umversities I was invited, and m all was 
welcomed with a cordiality unimaginable in dear old Oxford 
Much Í admired the freedom of intercourse, the hardy 
athletics, the bold though vain attempts to break through 
the trammels of youthful conservatism — And in all I felt 
the repeated interest of those stcel-clad chambers in which 
are guarded the purchased treasures of England the 
first editions of Shakespeare, Malton, Shelley, and so many 
besides, that our poverty consents to sell But for my neat 
scene, omitting the more famous seats of unexaggerated 
learning, let me rather speak of one among the most beautiful 
Universities of the world 

The horror of a night journey from New York was almost 
compensated for by the joy of emerging into the clear air of 
sunrise at the station of Ithaca So Jonah must have felt 
when he emerged from the whale’s belly into the hght of 
day! On the summit of a high plateau above the town stands 
Cornell University, the binldings of the separate schools 
and residences arranged around a vast ‘‘Campus” On 
either side the plateau ıs cleft by deep mountam gorges, 
down which torrents rush mto the forty miles of lake far 
below From the set of rooms allotted me in a luxuriously 
simple Guest House, I looked across a broad valley and the 
end of the lake to a green and cultivated hill-side that might 
have been in Gloucestershire “‘ As sure as God’s in Glouces- 
tershire,” says the proverb South-west the wooded hills 
rose, hne above lme—ancient Ills, showing no vestige of 
hfe m their rock, and leadmg away to the Alleghames and 
Appalachians, the watershed of the Eastern States On the 
grassy slopes around my “ Telluride House "' the hlacs were 
m fnll bloom, for the slow but certam Sprmg had come at 
last Brown-breasted thrushes that eaily settlers fondly 
called “ robins ”? were runming over the neatly mown sward, 
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and brilhant yellow birds, shaped hke willow-wrens but 
smaller, hopped among the branches of the pmes and the 
trees called elms, though they are not the same elms as ours. 

Tn the pure air and the quiet of that scene I felt like 
Marrus the Epicurean in Ins House of Spiritual Purification * 
Or was I really transported to that Abbey of Théléme for 
which I had always longed ? Up and down the grassy plots, 
the fields, the woods, and rocky dells, were moving fine young 
men and beautiful maidens, together or alone, untended, 
tmeoncerned, as in the age of mnocence, or 1n that adorable 
Abbey of which it was written 


** Grace, honow, prarse, delight, 
Here sojown day and neght , 
Sound bodies ned 
Waith a good mnde 
Do here pursue wuh mght 
Grace, honour, prasse, delight "'? 


Tn that Vouth's Paradise young men and maidens weie 
dwelling side by side in perfect freedom, all the arts, 
sciences and games being open to men and girls alike, though 
the girls did not then play baseball or football, and thew 
numbers were hmited to 1,000 out of a total of about 6,000 
They-were lh mited, I was told, because the men objected to 
being beaten by so many girls m the exams, and to feeling 
obliged to keep collars and language needlessly clean Tn 
the dwelling-houses and “ Fraternities ” or Clubs, frequent 
dances were held, and durmg my first nght ın the “ Tel- 
luride,” young men 1n the Hall continued to turn round and 
round, closely embraced by girls, to the noise of negroid 
tunes, “till a silence fell with the waking bird, and a hush 
with the setting moon ” 

Round the “ Campus” stood separate colleges or depart- 
ments for Arts, History, Economics, Philosophy, Literature, 
and Languages (very few students learn Greek) Great 
buildmgs were devoted to Chemistry and Physics On the 


1 “Manus the Epicurean,” Chap xm, enel 
? Urquhart’s Rabelais.- Book I, chapter 54 
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north side of tho plateau J was shown an Observatory, 
a school of JIome Industries, and another of Plant Culture 
Further away woe the model dauy farms and poultry 
farms, whore any <tudent, man or maid, could pursue the 
mystories of breeding and crossing whether for eggs or milk 
or beef subjects enlarely neglected in the Oxford of my 
timo All students had entry to a superb hbrary where all 
the necessary books could bo found, and where 18 gathered 
the finest collection in the world, as I suppoce, of Dante and 
Potrarch hterature and editions, besides a Indeous series of 
original documents on witchcraft, witches, and heretics One 
Gorman manuscript, I think of the seventeenth century, con- 
sisted of successive notes taken down by an official onlooker 
during the gradually increasing tortures of a witch, and ending 
with the casual information that “ at this point the woman 
died” Such power for evil has religion possessed, ns 
Lucretius said religion combined with tho cruelty of the 
only cruel anımal On the summit of the plateau stood a 
stadimm for athletic contests, and near by an enormous 
drül-hall, lately erected at the expense of the Stato in 
* preparedness ” for the next war ! 

Soon afterwards T was present at n similar sceno of «alutary 
freedom when the “Intercollegiate Sociahst Socioty ” 
met at a lonely place called “ Highlands,” some ten miles 
from Poughkeepsic (pronounced Pokipsy) on the Hudson 
It is a region of wooded hills and a fow cultivated fields, 
something like what Surrey was five centuries ago, and 

1: Mr Ludwig Lowisohn, poot and cntic, for many years a Professor on 
the Staff of a largo Univorsity 1n tho Middlo West, has published a sovoro 
condemnation of tho American Univoreitie3 in gonoral as promoting merely 
superficial Imowledgo without influence upon charactor or mind In tho 
chapter called “Tho Business of Education ” (“ Up Stream,” pages 151-176) 
ho sums up his conclusions thus — Our people do not beliovo mn education 
at all—af education means a Itberation of tho mind or o heightened con 
sciousness of the historic culture of mankind Philosophy and morals aro 
taken caro of by tho Fifth Streot Baptist Church Collogo 1s to fit you to dq 
things—buuld bridges, cure diseases, teach Fronch It 18 not supposed to 
help you to be” Ono could hardly magino a moro sorious mdictmont of 


American hfe, but Mr Lewisohn writes with the knowledge of full and 
grievous experience 
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smelling hke Surrey after rain. A school of various houses 
had been buit there by the boys themselves, fitting visible 
logs and tree-tinnks together, filled in with cement. Boys 
who gave up ther holidays so as to gam a little more money 
for their schooling waited on us and washed up, but did not 
espose us to ther cooling. It 1s common m American 
Universities and some schools for students to make up their 
fees by doing the so-called memal work, and sometimes even 
cooking Relics of the custom remain im such colleges as 
Christ Church, where we scholars were bound to contribute 
towards the expenses of our Jearnmg, not, mdeed, by 
cooking, but by saymg Grace for the food that others had 
cooked In America it sounded rather fine, but I doubt 
if the system 1s really advantageous For the youths become 
80 weary with their domestic work that they cannot learn 
much Yet we must remember that cooking and washing-up 
and making beds are in themselves a mental and physical 
education, as Xenophon taught his wife Indeed, if they 
were not educational, where would women be 2 

Gathered at this forest home were 120 members of the 
Socialist Society, as m one of our old-fashioned Fabian 
Summer Schools Nearly all were young All but one 
belonged to the best-educated classes, and as a member of 
the Industrial Workers of the World (“IW W”) he had 
done so much for the cause and suffered such cruel persecu- 
tion m consequence that no one noticed whether he was 
educated ornot At odd times we bathed in the lake, paddled 
airy canoes, played tennis, danced, and even walked But 
m the mornings and evenings we assembled to listen to 
selected speakers, of whom Arthur Gleason was by far 
the best At the beginning of the war I had known him 
and his beautiful wife at Furnes near Dunkirk, and had 
always recognised him as among the very best of economists , 
but now he was soon to die What struck me most even m 
a Socialist gathermg was the amazing patience of an American 
audience No exclamation, no contradiction, no mter- 
ruption. All sat and drank 1 in as though their salvation 
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depended upon it, which frequently was not the case. Even 
at the end they were shy about askimg questions, and I 
reflected what a Paradise America would be for Cabinet 
Ministers! And yet American youths are not to be called 
shy Something saves them fiom the unendurable curse of 
shyness Perhaps ıt ıs the free association of young men 
and girls together Perhaps the free permission to whme 
and wail ın childhood 

This tendency to open-hearted equahty I fonnd promoted 
by other means than the Tntercollegiate Socialist Society 
Boarding a crowded steamer, I passed down the Hudson 
instead of up, and near the mouth made Coney Island, the 
New York People’s Paradise All my companions belonged 
to the Rummant or Chewing Class, and worked their jaws 
meessantly round and round, with mouths half open, forty 
chewing hke one, as cattle lazily rmnmmating ın an Enghsh 
meadow. They did 1t to be domg something, just as Greeks 
twiddle their strings of beads, and English people play cards 
or whistle 

Along the island shores, men, women, and children 
swarmed in the most mixed bathimg of the world But all 
wore costumes, even the children, and the women were 
obliged to don the simiztude of a skirt and stockmgs as 
well, though occasionally a Pilgrim Father might have 
detected a “semi-nude” leg if he had insisted upon 
prying Under the piers, notices in American and Hebrew 
were posted “ Don’t disrobe on this beach or you will be 
arrested. This means YOU!” Patches of the Atlantic 
Ocean were fenced off with ropes and corks, within whose 
_ imits thousands were splashmg and duckmg with exagger- 
ated security Upon the edge, paddlmg children with spades 
and buckets snatched the brief moments of the highest 
human happmess. Those who had passed the age of nnm1ti- 
gated bliss jomed the long Imes of fishermen upon the pier, 
fishing through the sunshine hours, and never drawing up 
the ghost of a fish, except the bait they had purchased 

Or for more hvely joys, they could buy a combination 


jl. 
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ticket, admitting to precincts of various delight Haere they 
could monnt (two together) upon horses fed on the Company's 
hghtmmg, and rush at full gpeed over a mountaimous 
course, lashing the electrified animals to drive them faster 
They could rmk, or shoot wooden duck, or play “ skee- 
ball" (bowls with a yomp m the middle) or jazz (at two 
cents the couple) to the music of a tinpot band At choice, 
they could suffer all the tortures of Pope’s disobedient 
Sylphs, and be whirled round and round upon a wheel, either 
horizontally or vertically They could ride upon a giant 
bird that jerked them up and down in headlong fight They 
could cross a moving bridge that now and again flung them 
high in ar They could pass through a revolving tunnel 
that made them stagger and sprawl They could launch 
chairs upon the ‘“‘ Witching Waves” of hard but moving 
surface, and be tossed round and round or driven mto 
violent collision with other mariners scattered upon the 
vasty whnlpool They could experience all the motions 
and emotions of a sea voyage upon revolving swings that 
gently rose and fell hke a rolling ship They could eapose 
their bodies to “ The Whip” an instrument that bore them 
quietly along till suddenly, at the chek of a sprmg, they 
were wlurled at hghtmng speed round a corner into space, 
and the best sailor among them would lose the pomts of the 
compass as he span And all the scene re-echoed with the 
anguished shrieks of delicious apprehension as the Giant 
Switchback plunged its loads of victims to their doom One 
escape there was They might board the remote and peaceful 
barks that ghded down the dim and mysterious “ Tunnels 
of Love,” where they were promised “a level rde no 
ups and dowas,” contrary to the reputation of true love’s 
course 

Durmg these variegated experiences they could any- 
v here find support in ‘‘ Clam Chowder,” ** Ice Cream," and 
t Hot Dog ” (a long thin sausage, not really canine, inserted 
boiling hot into a roll of biead) They meht drink almost 
every form of liqmd, except what we call drmk. Over one 
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switchback I read the inscription, “‘ No intoxicated Person 
Admitted But it told of an age before Noah Dionysus 
now was sold for medicine, Falstaff requiued notes, and 
drunkenness had again become a miracle 

Yet another scone of the democracy for which the world 
had lately been made safo by so many violent deaths 
After a mght of shocks and crashes because the train was 
too heavy to start, I entered the dismal station of Chicago 
through a series of dismal suburbs A pamphlet called 
“Tf Christ came to Chicago,” by W.T Stead, was once 
widely approved, but I thought if Christ came to Chicago 
when I did He would first have stopped the noise and then 
washed the city Amezicans enjoy noise, for though they 
aro 2 lesuely and unbusimesshke people, they think noise 
18 evidence of hustle and vitality. In Chicago they cultivate 
noise at its best, foi the city specially piides itself on a 
busmess reputation. It is cut to pieces by shrickmg and 
roaring railways, on the flat and overhead The trams or 
* trolleys " are the most noisy 1n the world, because they 
rouse the echoes of the elevated railways above them 
Along the east side hes the cool and beautiful lake, then 
frmged with dustheaps and rubbish roads, which I am told 
have since been beautified But in the centro, business 
reigned, and annonmnced its conquest m shrieks and roars 
and dirt 

These characteristics may have been emphasised by the 
presence of the Convention assembled to select the Republi- 
can candidate for the Presidency The head-quarters of the 
various candidates were in the big hotels, and one could not 
miss them, so large were their advertisements and so chaotic 
the crowds swarming at the entrances, shouting m the 
halls, and fighting for the hits By “ fighting” I mean no 
more than pushmg and mobbimg, for, as I have noticed 
already, the Americans are good-tempered and mexhaustibly 
patient The heat was considerable, never below 95 m the 
shade any day of the week, but I seldom heard one single 
damn, though m the two main hotels 1t was difficult to move 
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foi the crush One evening we had an enormous meeting 
in the huge Auditoiium for Mr Hiram Johnson of Cahfornia, 
Progressive but not Radical, for “ Radical” rmphes auy- 
thing from the wildest Bolshevism to the mildest brew of 
our last century’s Liberal opwmon For thirty-sxx minutes 
by the clock the stalwart little candidate, with features set 
m Jines of! superhuman resolution, stood m a Napoleonic 
attitude while the people cheered without a pause, meited 
to continuous enthusiasm by the antics of an athletic young 
man who directed their yells with the motions of Swedish 
dri Such is the custom also at baseball and football 
matches i the Universities, partly to encourage the local 
side, partly to dishearten or “stampede” the opponents 
At another meetmg ın the same hall, Mr. De Valera had to 
submit to similar evidence of popular favour, but as he 
did not reach the platform till after eleven at mght, the 
cheermg was dehberately hmited to twenty-six minutes 
without a break 

But the two centres of mterest were (1) the National 
Committee, where the wires were pulled, and (2) the 
Colliseum (so spelt), where the figures danced I could not 
precisely discover who appomted the National Committee 
Some said the members appomted each other, some that 
they were elected by delegates from the States Strange 
as 1t must appear, I believe both were mght Anyhow, 
the Tonner Committee of the National Committee was the 
hidden soul of the G O P , which 1s by some interpreted as 
Grand Old Party, by some as Gang of Politicians, by others 
as something vmaginably worse It was within the secret 
places of that Inner Committee that the genuine selection of 
the Presidential candidate was made 

The Coliseum stood m a dismal street, half a mle from 
the rival hotels situated along the lake front. From one 
house opposite the six entrances hung flags of the Irish 
Republic green, white, and gold From the next house 
hung the flags of Women’s Suffrage purple, white, and 
gold. Along the front of the Collisenm ttgelf the Suffragetites 
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were ranged, terible with banneis that asked “Where 
is the Thuty-sixth State?” just one more State bemg 
required to secure the Federal Amendment under which 
all women could vote for the Presidential election m the 
following autumn, as ultimately was ordamed. This 
method of picketing with flags was regarded by Americans 
as dangerously violent, for American women, compared 
with our “Militants,” are a quiet and obedient people 
But side by side with the Suffragettes stood a fow other 
women demanding the release of political prisoners sentenced 
under the Espionage Act, such as Eugene Debs, the Socialist 
leader, who was slowly wearing out his ten years’ imprison- 
ment for a crime that was an honour 

As to the scene mside the Colliseum itself, I hardly knew 
whether to compare it to a football match m which the 
winner does not win, or to a Portuguese bull-fight ın which 
it is pre-arranged that no man or horse or bull shall be hurt, 
but one man shall get a prize The hall was said to hold 
15,000 people, about a third more than the Albert Hall 
On the ground floor sat the delegates, arranged according 
to States, the name of each State bemg fixed on a pole 
above the allotted seats The crowdimg reporters also sat 
on the ground floor, in front of the delegates Two vast 
galleries ran entirely round the hall, filled with privileged 
spectators The platform was also vast and privileged In 
front of 1t projected a large circular stand, ike the turret of 
a battleship, and on this the mein body of the Ni ational 
Committee were seated From the turret again projected & 
gangway roped on either side, and suggesting a quarter- 
deck There was a httle table at the end of 1t, and beside 
the table the chairman and the speaker stood to address 
the delegates Here also, at the beginnmg of each meeting, 
a clergyman uttered a prayer for Divine guidance To 
msure against Divine mistakes, a clergyman of a different 
denommation prayed each mornmg An Episcopalian 
began, followed next day by a Cardmal m his scarlet robes, 
who was followed by a Presbyterian, a Baptist, and so on 
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by the various sects ın turn till the days of nommation, and 
perhaps the denommations, were exhausted Opposite the 
platform, and high up near the roof, was planted a large 
brass band to lead the National Anthem of the “ Star- 
spangled Banner ” that waves over ‘the Land of the Free 
and the Home of the Brave” But as no one ever knows the 
words or the tune of that Anthem, other patriotic songs 
were hurriedly substituted, conducted from that quarter- 
deck by an athlete m shirt-sleeves, who also on occasion 
stimulated the prolonged cheermg The whole hall was 
thickly draped m festoons of the aforesaid banner, but 
no party colours were displayed This, of couse, did not 
prove that none was for the Party, but all were for the State 

On the first day, when an Episcopahan Bishop had prayed 
for guidance, and the Land of the Free had been celebrated 
m wavermg song, Senator Henry Cabot Lodge, a descendant 
of those fecund early explorers, but still better known as 
“ Reservation Lodge,” was appomted Chairman, and called 
upon to make the “ Keynote Speech ” This he did with a 
mixture of platitudes and attacks upon President Wilson, 
both eagerly applauded — As 18 well known, he was a worthy 
gentleman of hteraiy prochvities, and throughout the meet- 
ings he kept brmgmg down lis hammer upon the table 
with a decision that said, “‘ That/s another nail in Wilson's 
coffin! ’? Of course he dragged m Lincoln. Everybody 
dragged in Lincoln Whenever there was a pause of an hour 
or two while the National Comruittee were re-arranging the 
wires, and the shirt-sleeved athlete could not mduce the 
wearied delegates to sing another note about John Brown's 
soul, a veteran of eighty-six was always put up (“ head 
erect paunch well out,” as the reporters said of him) to 
talk about Lincoln, who with his own great hand had once 
patted that agemg head 

When the ‘ Keynote Speech ” had at last been read to the 
foll stop, the nommations began, their order, it was said 
being arranged by lot No candidate might speak on his 
own behalf, or even appeai on the platform Three on 
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four friends were selected to put his case, standing out upon 
the quarter-deck above described or the first (ime m 
history, women were permitted to address the Convention, 
and as General Wood’s lot jumped out first, a sister of 
Theodore Roosevelt was the first woman to speak to the 
delegates assembled The speeches of all the women were 
good and brief, and ıt was a woman who won the applause 
of the week by proclaiming that her candıdate had been 
born on Tndependence Day, the 4th of July . 

But far more important than the claim of such quahfica- 
tions was the extent of the cheermg At each nommation 
of a likely candidate, such as General Wood, Mr. Lowden, 
or Mr Hiram Johnson, 1t was incumbent upon his supporters 
to prolong thew cheermg as a test of patriotic enthusiasm 
If General Wood got cheers for twenty-six mmutes, Mr 
Lowden’s cheers had to last for twenty-seven, and Mr 
Johnson's must beat the “‘reccud” with twenty-eight 
The directors of the candidates’ supporters held their watches 
in their hands and with violent gestures encouraged the 
sweating delegates to renewed efforts till the former recorded 
time was surpassed Processions were also formed to wind 
their way among the crowded seats with waving banners, 
yelling meantime The object of these exertions was to 
“stampede” the Committee, but all was done m vam 
Tm the silent watches of the mght the Olympians of “ Big 
Business” held their councils and worked their sovereign 
will ` 

When the cheermg and nommations were over, the 
balloting began, the delegates shouting out thew votes, 
State by State, in alphabetical order The numbers of votes 
varied according to population, New York State having 
most (88), and some scantily populated States having 
only two ‘To be successful, a candidate had to secure 
at least a bare majority (481 votes), and until somebody 
won that majority, the balloting had to be repeated over and 
overagain The first five or six ballots showed little variety 
It was evident that the popular choice of the delegates 
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themselves lay between Wood, Lowden, and Johnson 
After the sixth ballot, Wood and Lowden ran a dead heat 
with 3142 each, and I said to a friend at my side, “ I suppose 
they will decide for one or the other next time?” But he 
was Oswald Gason Villard, courageous and unpopular 
editor of the New York Nateon, experienced in the methods 
of democracy, and he answered, “ None of the three has a 
chance The Committee has determined to exclude them 
al Wait for the 'break!'" And he was right The 
reporters around me began shouting to each other, “ Now 
the dirty work begins!” and im the succeedmg ballots the 
votes for the leading candidates began to melt away hke 
the Assyrians at the breath of the Lord After ten or 
twelve ballots had been taken, 16 was found that all 
the while the hearts of the delegates had really been 
set upon a Senator Warren Gamahel Harding of Ohio, 
proprietor of the Marion Star, as the best possible guide 
. and guard for their great nation 
I was formed that this result was emmently satisfactory , 
that the sacred principles of Democracy were thus vindicated, 
and the ardent desire of the American nation happily 
attamed Of course I was ever so glad, though I am no 
longer sure that Mr Harding’s Presidency justified those 
comfortable expectations But a simple stranger who, hke 
myself, had strayed mto a Convention mght emerge from 
the tumult a httle bewildered He might even be driven 
to see some advantage mn Monarchy ‘The creation of an 
hereditary King only costs one poor woman the pangs of 
childbirth But thmk what the creation of a President every 
four years costs ın noise and sweat and shouting and hotel 
bills and “slush funds” and oratory and platitude and 
mtrigue and deception and  bargammg and physical 
endurance! Nor did that one Convention settle the busmess 
The Democrats had yet to meet in them Convention at 
San Francisco, and then’ came the voting for one of the two 
selected candidates throughout the country But what was 
, the difference mn prineiple or policy between the two great 
Q 
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Parties over whom all this wealth and energy was expended 2 
There was none. ; 

Thoroughly enjoyable as was Chicago with its Conven- 
tion and my residence in Hull House by invitation of Miss 
Jane Addams, I enjoyed far more my drive from Boston to 
visit the quiet relics of Concord There, lonely and desolate 
in a gloomy wood, stood Hawthorne’s house, and desolate 
beside the road stood Lowsa Alcott’s And there, beside 
the village green with its eighteenth-century church, stood 
Emerson’s wooden dwelling, two-storied, white and green, 
the front windows boarded up because the American populace, 
in their zeal for the highest thought, kept smashing them 
to look mside What strength and encouragement im my 
youth I had recerved from the idealistic but pellucid mind 
that once lived there, so rigorous 1n yudgment, so obdurate 
against sentimentahty and facile tradition! A httle way 
further on only three or four miles away I came to a 
scene more sacred and poignant still , For there, still deep 
im woods, lay the silent mirror of Walden Pond The 
gipsy moth was slowly killing many of the trees, and some 
other plague was raising deadly blisters under the bark But 
the circle of woods was still thick, silent, and untouched 
The pool seemed to be about the size of Groby Pool m my 
own Charnwood Forest near Leicester , the water calm and 
steely blue A woodchuck came rnnnmg to me down @ 
pine, and I heard the ‘‘ oven-bird ” calling, and a few others 
whose notes I could not distinguish by name, as I could have 
distinguished them ın England There I sat long, for there 
was the place I had wished to visit more than any other 
in America It was there that my friend Thoreau had hved, 
and there in loneliness had conceived the httle book which 
to me is the most beautiful product that ever sprang from 
American soil, as he himself was the most beautiful and 
courageous nature But I do him wiong to speak of his 
lonelmess Lasten agam to what he said | 


* I have a great deal of company m my house , especially 
in the mornmg when nobody calls Let me suggest a few 
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comparisons that some one may convey an idea of my 
situation . I am no more lonely than the loon m the pond 
that laughs so loud, or than Walden Pond itself What 
company has that lonely lake, I pray * And yet :t has not 
the blue devils, but the blue angels m it, m the azure tint 
of its waters The svn is alone, except im thick weather, 
when there sometimes appear to be two, but one 1s a mock 
sun I am no more lonely than the Mill Brook, or a 
weathercock, or the north star, or the south wind, or an 
April shower, or a January ee or the first spider in à new 
house "! 


1 ** Walden , " chapter on Sohtude 


CHAPTER IX 
"«HE WASHINGTON CONFERENCE 


“© To thee belongs the rural reign , 7 
Thy citres shall with commerce shine , 
All thine shall be the subject main, 
And every shore 1t washes thine ! 


“The Muses, still uith Freedom found, 
Shall to thy happy coast repair , 
Blest isle, with matchless beauty crowned, 
And manly hearts to guard the fair — 
Rule, Britannia! Britannia, rule the waves ! 
Britons never shall be slaves 1 
Jaurs THomson, c 1740 


Y À JHE the negotiations for the Treaty with 
Ireland were still proceeding m London, as 
described m an earher chapter (summer and 

autumn of 1921), I was sent by the Manchester Guardian 
as their special correspondent to the ‘“ Disarmament 
Conference " im Washmngton That advanced and resolute 
member of the US Senate, Mr Borah of Idaho, had 
proposed the Conference early in the year for the three 
chief Naval Powers, and the newly elected President, 
Mr Harding, on Mr Borah’s suggestion, had issued mvita- 
tions to Great Britam and Japan, but had further included 
France and Italy for naval and muhtary questions, and the 
Netherlands, Belgimm, Portugal, and China for discussion 
of the Far East and the Pacific The Conference was 
invited to assemble m Washmgton on November 11th, 
and the Naval Powers were represented by the following 
delegates Great Britam by Mr Arthur Balfour (afte: wards 
Lord Balfour), Lord Lee (First Lord of the Admiralty); 
Sir Auckland Geddes (Ambassador m Washmgton), Lord 
Beatty (First Sea Lord), and Lord Cavan (Commander-in- 
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Chief, from Aldershot), Canada, Austraha, New Zealand 
and Tndia were also represented, the last named by Srmivasa 
Sastri, who had succeeded tis master Gokhale as First 
Member of ** The Servants of India " 1n Poona , the Umted 
States by Mr Charles Hughes, Secretary of State, Senator 
Henry Cabot Lodge, Chairman of the Senate Committee on 
Foreign Relations , Senator Underwood, leader of the Demo- 
cratic Party; ex-Senator Elihu Root, aged authority on 
Tnternational Law, General Pershing, Commander-m-Chief 
of the American army durmg the war, and Rear-Admiral 

Coontz, Japan by Prince Tokugawa, Baron Shidehara, 

Admiral Kato, and General Tanake , France by M Briand 

(Premer), M. Vivian, and M Sarraut For Italy, Signor 

Schanzer did good service, and for Portugal, Viscount 

Dalte For China, Dr Alfred Sze (Minister in Washmgton) 

Dr Wellington Koo, a graduate of Columbia University 

and an eloquent politician, worked without pause, chiefly 

m opposition to the clams of Japan upon thew conntry, 

, though in the end the Conference was satisfied with giving 
China the advice — '* Be good, sweet maid, and let Japan be 

clever" advice which Chma, has not succeeded m following 

On the voyage out, I had the advantage of accompanymg 


_ my fmend, Thomas B Wells of “ Harper’s,’ and J G. 


Hamilton, a Lancashire man, who had fought his way up 
from engineermg works so as to become a very remarkable 
correspondent, chiefly for the Manchester Guardian, but 
then for the Daily Chromcle His knowledge of Europe 
and of the Far East suited him admirably for the work in 
hand, though durmg the private discussions m which he 
delighted his forecast for our country was so gloomy that 
he would always begin with the ommous sentence, “ England 
1s doomed!” Among the many distmguished journalists 
who then gathered m Washington, I suppose the most 
celebiated were H G Wells (as great a journalist m his 
imaginative works as he is an imagimative wiiter in his 
journalism), who came out for the Daly Marl, but was 
1apidly transferred to the Day Hapress owmg to his 


~ 
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accurate accounts of the French opposition to British policy ; 
Wickham Steed and Mme Clemence Rose, redoubtable 
collaborators for The Times, J A Spender, famous as the 
judicious editor of the Westminster Gazette whilo 16 was an 
evening paper, indispensable to all serious politicians in 
England but just then converted into a mormng paper, 
from which he wisely hastened to resign after the appearance 
of the first number early m the Conference , Maurice Lowe, 
resident for the Dforning Post, Colonel Repington, also 
for the Morning Post, with his terrifying note-book, and 
Wilson Harris, who suddenly superseded P W. Wulson, 
long the trusty servant of the Daily News, when the Con- 
ference was actually assembling for its first meeting in the 
* hall Among the French correspondents ‘‘ Pertinax”’ (M 
Geraud 2) of the Echo de Paris was perhaps the best known, 
though Philippe Millet of the Pet Parisien and M Galtier 
of Le Temps were there Among the crowds of Americans by 
far the best known to myself was Frank Simonds, so secure 
in knowledge, so shrewd im criticism, though at that timo 
strongly pro-French and more than shghtly anti-British 
Nor must I forget Mark Sullivan, so wise, so quict, whose 
home was a haven of peace to all who could enter it and 
escape the turmoil of secretive diplomacy 

My own telegrams to the Manchester Guardian were dupli- 
cated for those two excellent papers, the New York World 
and the Baltxmore Sun, and so I became acquainted with 
many among the best American journalists, besides the 
distinguished wiiters on the New York weekhes, the Naton 
and the New Repubhc If all the Powers represented at 
the Conference had been as friendly as the correspondents 
were, the delegates might have gone home after their first 
dinner Every kind of untiring assistance was given me 
personally, not only by my colleagues, but by the telegraph 
clerks of the Western Union and the Marcon Wireless, 
though I usually plagued them with more than 1,000 words 
a day, and on some occasions with more than 3,000 words ; 
all wiitten m fearful haste for, owmg to the idiosyne1asy 
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of the earth 1n turmmg eastward round the sun, London is 
ilummated by day and darkened by mght about five hours 
earher than Washington, and to get my “stuff” mto 
Fleet Street and thence to Manchester 1n time for the next 
morning's issue, I had to send it by three in the afternoon 
at latest When a “Plenary Session” of the Conference 
did not end till half-past one, that meant rapid action for 
all concerned. 

For myself, I always succeeded ın obtainmg amusement, 
and sometimes instruction, by attending the assemblies of 
my fellow journalists, all eager for information Tn tho 
United States the journalist is held in no contempt, and the 
inghest “ personages ” m the conntry are wihng not merely 
to regard him as an inevitable nuisance, but even to assist 
his humble endeavours to arrive at the truth On one 
and sometimes two afternoons a week, President Harding 
received us in a large circular chamber of the White House, 
and would consider questions already wiitten down, or even 
oral The wiitten questions he would pile together and 
answer in turn, his answer bemg sometimes eapheit, but 
usually vague and mumbled almost unmtellgibly, dying 
away in a low and inarticulate growl, like the Duke’s con- 
versation im Chesterton's play of “ Mage” He seemed 
to me a man of no great inteligence, but m his public 
pronouncements, both at the Conference and 1n Congress, T 
recognised a master of platitude and a creator of serviceable 
words, such as “ normalcy,” “‘ mvolvements,” and ‘‘ mutual- 
ity,” that have passed into the American language I am 
not sure whether he created “ party " and “ global” also, 
but i6 seems probable, and ther mfection was pamfully 
obvious m the later and less successful Naval Conference 
at Geneva xn 1927 

Far more mstructive were the meetings generously held 
«almost every afternoon by Mr Charles Hughes, Secretary 
of State, ın the rooms of the hideous ''State, War, and 
Navy Buildmg " He would appear among the crowd of us 
who stood m a semicucle around, and exposed him to a 


282 THE WASHINGTON CONFERENCE 


running fire of questions, often unanswerable. There was 
an admirable and digmfied straightforwardness about the 
man, and my own questions were always received with 
patient attention, though numerous and embarrassing 
But towards the end of the mterview one would hear a 
distinct and rather high-pitched voice issumg from some 
invisible quarter, and then I knew there would be trouble 
For Frank Simonds had entered the arena, and he never 
entered but to kill 

As I have used the word “ arena’’ I may recall another 
scene still more akin to a cruel sport Tn courteous emulation 
of the President, Mr Balfour once agreed, I am sure much 
against his will, to receive the correspondents in the large 
hall of the British Embassy We all sat around in excited 
crowds as m an amphitheatre, and presently Mr Balfour 
advanced into the arena, attended by Sir Auckland Geddes 
as guide or keeper After afew words conceived and delivered 
with his irresistible tact and charm, he asked if anyone 
wished to have any pont made clear, so far as clearness lay 
in his power At once the darts began to fall from every 
side, and Mr Balfour turned this way and that to receive 
them Two may be remembered as characteristic — first, 
" What's the reaction of the British Navy to the 1atio 
of equality ?" I suppose Mr Balfour bad not then learnt 
the meanmg of ' reaction" in the American tongue, as 
implymg httle more than “opmion”, or perhaps the 
question was too far-reaching, for he adroitly evaded an 
answer Still more perplexing was the question “Say, 
Lord Balfour, what’s the population of the British Empnue ? "' 
lake the boy in Calverley's poem, Mr Balfour smiled and 
looked politely round to catch a casual suggestion, but 
made no effort to propound any solution of the question 
He was led away, and the tormenting experience was never 
repeated ‘ 

Most amusing of these meetings, and also most mstructive, 
were our assemblies twice every day to listen to Lord Riddell 
He represented the Newspaper Proprietors’ Association, but 
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no one knew how he came to be m W ashıngton He was 
not the ofical “ pubhoty ” organ The Foreign Office 
had sent out Sir Arthur Willert for that purpose, and he 
carried out hs duties with British reticence. But there was 
no anxious reserve about Lord Riddell He held hus recep- 
tions mn a large room of the “ Temporary Naval Building," 
and the room was always crowded He had not always 
anything to tell us, for all the Conference meetings, except 
the “Plenaries,” were held 1n secret , but he lived in the same 
hotel with most of the British delegates, and a good deal 
leaked out at their breakfast tables, probably with mtention 
I think that none of our most celebrated correspondents 
Wells, Wickham Steed, or Colonel Repmgton ever imbibed 
** Fuddell's dope," though Alfred Spender sometimes came. 
But ıt was worth while to go. For instance, once when I 
was busily wirting agamst time, I thought I might cut tho 
morning reception, but just that morning Lord Riddell 
gave out a startlmg rumour about the French demands 
Hamilton, with his usual generosity, brought the rumour 
to me, and together we rushed round for confirmation to 
Mr Balfour’s private house which we found hum just 
entering with Sir Mamice Hankey, British Secretary to the 
Conference With wnexampled efliontery, I -made for 
Mr Balfour Sir Maurice tried to hurl me back But at 
the moment, though I was fully clothed, he recognised mo 
as one who had gone swimmmg with him m the Dardanelles, 
and that recollection guaranteed my respectability. Mr 
Balfour, whose courtesy no discourtesy could rnffle, had 
stopped already to listen, and he answered our question 
with polished discretion But by missing “ Riddell’s dope" 
T nearly “ got left,” as journalists say, and only shameless- 
(ness saved me 
: Lord Raddell himself, ke Lewis Carroll’s Father Wiliam, 
ad studied the law 1n his youth, and the study had given 
him the detached and indifferent manner that the legal 
Mo Et ae added the shghtly cynical insight 
w ich had contributed to the lucrative 
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success of his weekly paper, the News of the World For he 
had perceived that the vast majority of men and women 
are more interested ın the relations between men and women 
than m any other subject, especially on the Sabbath Day, 
when most English people have spacious leisure for contem- 
plation of the theme. He was also a humorist, relishing 
' humour 1n himself, and welcoming any touch of 16 m others 
The particular interest of his paper had no immediate 
connection with Naval Reduction, and as I said, no one knew 
how he came to be there, unless hus friend, Mr Lloyd George, 
had sent him to hold the fort because he was not coming 
But when, just before the end of the Conference, Lord 
Riddell was obliged to forsake us, and I, as the senior 
correspondent, rose to thank him for, his prolonged service, 
T was right m saying that his departure eclipsed the gaiety 
of international relations 
The actual Conference was preceded by a day of mourning 
over the burial of an ‘‘ Unknown Hero,” whose poor bones 
had been brought across the ocean from France They were 
deposited with great ceremony ın the beautiful miJitary 
cemetery on the height above Washington called Arhngton, 
where Robert E Lee dwelt before he jomed the Southern 
Army in the Civil War I then noticed some interesting 
points 1n a patriotic interment that has now become almost 
commonplace At the very end of the long miltary and 
official procession I saw a simple carriage im which was 
seated ex-President Woodrow Wilson, who three years 
before had held the world m his hand, and now was hardly | 
rational and of no account, though cheered by a kindly 
populace On the top row of the amphitheatre, facmg the 
stage of classic marble, I sat next to H G Wells, and 
reflected how far the greatest intellect ın all that swarmmg 
throng was possessed by the short, rather ordmary, and quite 
mnoticed figure beside me Then after all the platitudmous 
rhetoric, magnified and widely distributed by vast “ ampli- 
fiers,” I enjoyed tke music the silence of Lord Beatty as he 
laid a cross I think the Victoria Cioss—on the unknown 
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pones, and the brevity of Lord Cavan, who said only “ As 
unknown and yet well known, as dying and behold he 
gves" But most significant of all to me was the presence 
of a small body of Veterans who had fought) in the Civil 
War. Hoary-bearded and feeble they were, some still 
wearmg the old blue cloaks and peaked caps that I had 
‘seen m ancient illustrations. There they stood, men who 
‘had known Sheridan and Robert E. Lee, and Stonewall 
‘Jackson and Ulysses Grant and Lincoln And now after 
sixty years they had almost faded out, and so had the 
‘reasons for which they fought and saw thousands of their 
friends kWled around them That evening the pubhe parks 


. and. burldmgs were bnihantly dlunimated with sparkhng 


[ 
i 


stars, and stripes of coloured gleams, thrown, upwards from 


' the searchhghts The population paraded the walks and 


streets, shouting with astonished exultation at the artificial 
radiance, and a mornmg paper reported, “The Whole City 
was Drenched in Tears.” ` 

Next day, when the citizens had dred their eyes, the first 
Plenary Session of the Conference was held im the classic 
marble bmidmg known as the Hall of the Daughters of the 
Revolution Senators, members of the House of Representa- 
tives, distmgmshed visitors, journalists, the American 
Advisory Committee (a well-mtentioned but futile body, 
including old Mr. Gompers, who was called the Labour 
leader because he held the views of a moderate Liberal 
like Mr Asquith), and the various delegations around a 
central square were duly arranged mm switable positions 
The President entered, all standing, and read a long address, 
concerved m the most tellmg spirit of platitude, which 
was loudly applauded by the galleries Some of his 


sentences are perhaps worth preserving for imitation on 
similar occasions *' ' 


After speakmg of the war, he cried, “ How can humanity 


justify or God forgive *”” (A ternmbly difficult question for 
theologians ) 


€ 1 


‘Officially, mm the name of the United States, Y say 


| 
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we want less of armaments, and none of war” (An apt 
sentiment to secure Senator Borah’s approval) 

“Tt 1s but just to recognise varying needs and peculiar 
positions Nothing can be accomplished im disregard of 


national apprehension ” (A sop to M Drinnd) 

And finally: ‘‘ We are met for a service to mankind 
In all srmphety, m all honesty, and all honour there may 
be wiitten here the avowals of a woild conscience refined by 
tho consuming fires of wma, and made moro sensitivo by the 
anxious aftermath” (An example of confused rhetoric 
that nevertheless conveys some meaning) 


When the President had withdrawn, Mr Balfour pro- 
posed that Mr Charles Ifughes, as Secretary of State, should 
be elected Chairman There was no opposition, and Mr 
Hughes took his seat upon a facsimile of the chair mn which 
the Declaration of Independence was signed In passing, 
I may mention the amazing skill of the official interpreter, 
who after each speech ropeated it 1mmediately word for 
word ın the opposite language, English or French, reproduc- 
ing even the gestures and intonations of the speaker who 
had just sat down 

The Secretary of State’s proposals had heen carefully 
prepared, and I still believe their terms were thon unknown 
to all the delegates, including the British I have no reason 
to suppose that Mr ‘Balfour was lying when he said they 
were unknown They were certainly astonishing But far 
more astonishing to myself was their icception by the 
British delegates All average Enghshmen hhe myself had 
been cradled to the song “ Rule, Britanma!” and educated 
reciting “Ye mariners of England, Britanma needs no 
bulwarks The meteor flag of England Shall still terrific 
burn!" and similar assertions of naval superionty But 
here was a foreigne: proposing an absolute equality in 
battleships with the flag that had braved a thousand yoars 
the battle and the breeze ! How, then, should Britanma rule- 
the waves, while the stormy wimds do blow ? Surely the 
spirits of our fathers would start from every wave at the 
mere 1umour of such a dastardly suggestion! Yet within 
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a few hours the British Naval Delegation issued the official 
judgment that Mr Hughes's scheme was "' bold and con- 
cerved 10 a statesmantike spirit!” 

Astomshment at Britanma’s meelness was only mereased 
when, three days later, Mr Balfour rose at the second 
Plenary, and m forty brief mmutes announced that the 
American proposals were accepted by the British Govern- 
ment, “not with cool approbation, but with full, loyal, 
and complete co-operation” “We have considered your 
scheme with admiration and approval,” he calmly remarked, 
speaking almost without notes, and holding the lapels of 
lus frock coat, unperturbed as though openmg a flower- 
show; “we agree with its spirit and purpose as making 
the greatest reform ever carried out by courage and states- 
manshıp ” The depth of emotion hidden, as 1s happily 
the English way, beneath that cool and sceptical appearance, 
was for a moment revealed "Phe whole audience rose, cheer- 
ing and clapping their hands as at a dramatic performance, 
and Mr Balfour had won for England a position of favour 
and confidence that was never lost 

Admiral Kato rose next, speaking m Japanese and uttering 
sounds without à visible movement of his lips, as courtesy 
demands m the most refined circles of Japan — His connten- 
ance was hke that of Buddha m meditation, the watchful 
eyes hardly seen through the narrow sht apertures, the 
cheeks sunken, the skin an ivory yellow ‘Thin, grave, 
and immobile he stood, more hke a melancholy ascetic 
than a jolly jack-tar, and he murmured sounds that his 
Own mterpreter said rmphed a general approval, though 
with certam nmnamed reservations For Japanese skill in 
diplomacy hes m the art of saymg yes and no at the same 
moment 

M Brand spoke briefly, but keserved his great effort for 
the third Plenary, some days later (November 21st) Then 
ihdeed he poured upon the excited audience the ful] stream ^ 
of Galhe rhetoric, shaking his fingers before his eyes, swing- 
ing his whole body to the cadence of his mndulating periods, 
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and with both arms raised above hus head appealing to the 
stars to witness tho cruel wrongs that France had suffered 
Perhaps all that gesticulation was necessary m addressmg 
an audience dehghting in rhetoric and understanding barely 
one word in a thousand of the language, but always inclined 
to applaud anything French m memory of Lafayette’s 
services during the War of Independence As the sections 
of the speech were 1n turn intei preted, the applause gradually 
dimmished, for it was then understood that the orator, ~ 
while expatiatang upon ihe sufferings of his country, was 
violently denouncing both Germany and Russia for their 
supposed warlike designs against France and Poland. So 
imminent and threatening did these appear to him that 
France could not permit the smallest reduction of her armies 
Germany might then suppose that France was “ morally 
isolated,” and in one swinging period after another M 
Buiand, as Premier of France, destroyed tho clause in the 
Agenda of the Conference which had aimed at reduction of 
land forces 

It was noticed 16 could not but be noticed —that though 
the orator praised and thanked the Umted States for assist- 
ance to Franco in her perl, he said not a single word of 
thanks or praise for England’s help, which had preserved 
France from utter destruction at the first onset of the wat 
When the eloquent display was fimshed at last. Mr Balfour 
quietly rose, expressed his admiration and sympathy, but 
" sorrowfully admitted that the speech was not conducive 
to a reduction of land armies” And he added, "If M 
Buand’s fears of moral isolation were 1eahsed, 16 would be a 
tiagedy indeed But if the cause of mternational libeily 
required from England from England a similar sacrifice 
as the last resistance to domination, or uf our ally were 
similarly threatened, she would find the warmth of our 
sympathy had not grown cold " With that politely ironic 
supplement, Mr Balfour allowed the obvious insult to pass 

The breach between England and France had been 
immment even before the Washington Conference assembled, 
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but this was the first sign of 16 patent to the world. Tt was 
with difficulty that the French delegation could be induced 
to accept the position of a third-rate naval Power n battle- 
ships by submitting to the ratio of 1 75 (the same as Italy's) 
as agamst 6 5 38 for America, England, and Japan (all 
im hnndred-thousand tons) Just because the Japanese 
* orjed all over the carpet" to retam ther fine new battle- 
shıp, the Mutsu, the actual tonnage was shghily raised in 
each case, and the British were allowed to build two “ post- 
Jutland” battleships, while the States kept the Colorado 
and the Washington But when after M. Briand's departure 
for Pams, M Sarraut claimed an equality with Japan, the 
claim was overruled by M Briand himself by telegraph. 
For all the Powers equally the size of battleships was 
limited to 35,000 tons, the guns to 16-inch (the largest that 
could be fired from such ships) The size of crmsers was 
limited to 10,000 tons, with 8-mch gms, but, unhappily, 
therr number and “ global”? tonnage were left undefined, 
whence the trouble that arose at the futile Geneva Con- 
ference that I attended ın the summer of 1927 On that 
occasion, owing to her treatment m Washmgton, France 
was not represented, nor was Italy 

But the chief breach between the two former Alhes grew 
out of the British proposal to abolish submarmes It was 
introduced by Lord Lee, and the debate lasted three days 
Lord Lee maintained that the submarme had little success in 
the recent war except agamst merchant ships, of which the 
German submarmes sank 12,000,000 tons, valued at 
£300,000,000, apart from the cargoes and the 20,000 non- 
combatant men, women, and children drowned The 
submarme, he said, was an aggressive weapon, and not 
cheap as defensive , for though the Germans had an average 
of only nine or ten at sea at any one time, England had to 
keep 3,000 anti-submarme surface ships m action against 
them England now possessed 100 submarmes the finest 
fleet 1n the world, but she would willmgly scrap the lot and 
disband the tramed crews if all: other nations would do the 
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same Mr Balfou then placed upon record the following 
summary of the Biitish delegation's views 


“ That the use of submarines, whilst of small value for 
defensive purposes, leads mevitably to acts which are 
inconsistent with the laws of war and the dictates of human- 
ity, and the delegation desire that umted action should be 
taken by all nations to forbid their maintenance, con- 
struction, or employment ” 


The British arguments entirely won over Mr Hughes, 
but as a compromise he proposed great reductions in 
submarine tonnage from the original amounts. The French, 
on the other hand, through Admiral Je Bon and M Sarraut, 
resolutely refused every concession or reduction below an 
equal maximum of 90,000 tons, and their persistent opposi- 
tion drove Mr Balfour, on one of the few occasions 1n his 
life, to blaze into a flame of mghteous mdignation He 
showed that durmg the war England had employed 3,676 
vessels of all kinds in keeping clear the sea communications 
for the Allies, as compared with 257 maintained by France, 
and 280 by Italy Owing to our seafaring and fisher popula- 
tion we could protect ourselves from submarines far better 
than any other country, and would do 16 again 1f the proposed 
abohtion were rejected 


" No other country m Europe has that population,” he 
continued , “No other country can provide that defence 
against submarmes It1s not there. We had to provide for 
France and for Italy, and if the same circumstances came 
agam we should again have to provide it The fate of our 
own country I look to with serenity in this respect I 
admit it may merease our difficulties , I know at will increase 
our cost enormously, because we should have to organise 
all the auxthary craft agamst 16 But that ıt wll smpertl 
our security I do not believe 

“I do not know whether all my friends round this table 
ean speak with equal confidence of the position ” 


As the French still remamed obdurate, Mr Balfour next 
day said that m case of another war with Germany such as 
M Briand feared, France would agam have to look to 
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Fulahdk seafaring population and her small ships for 
protection against submarines, and refenung to the French 
demand for 90,000 tons, he added with mdignant solemnity ` 


** How 1s that (the Anglo-French alliance) consistent with 
the bmlding of this huge mass of submarines, which anybody 
who looked at the matter from the strictly strategical and 
tactical pomt of view would certamly say, from the very 
geographical position, was butt agamst Great Britam ? 


Under rigid instructions from Paris the French delegates 
still insisted upon the full measure demanded, or 30,000 
tons more than had been latterly proposed for America or 
England On December 29th Mr Balfour made his final 
protest against a demand which would greatly increase the 
navies instead of reducing them : 


* We have, therefore," he said, “‘ the melancholy spectacle 
of a Conference called for limitation resultmg m a vast 
increase of the very weapon which most civilised elements 
in all civilised countries condemned Such a fleet on the 
shores nearest to Great Bmtam would necessarily be a 
menace to her, and no hmitation of any kind on auxihary 


vessels capable of dealing with submarmmes could be admitted 
by the British Government " 


So the paimful discussion ended. France had lost the 
sympathy of many American frends , had lost the reality 
of the British alhance , and had irritated Italy, which now 
saw herself bound to bmld a fleet far beyond her means 
Only Japan remamed her frend, and that was mamly 
owing to a secret agreement m regard to Eastern Siberia 

I have dwelt especially upon this pomt m the prolonged 
divergence of diplomatic opmion between England and 
France, because Mr Balfour m Washington, by his persistent 
efforts to secure the reduction of navies, won so much personal 
prestige among the American people and statesmen that 
When, m July, 1927, the Geneva Conference was on the 
point of collapse owmg to the Americans’ misunderstanding 
of our naval proposals, I suggested that Lord Balfour 


should be sent out as the only man who might save 1t even 
* 
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m extremes And I still think his position, experience, and 
popularity might have saved it from ao disaster of which 
we wore in 1928 to suffer sc1ious results At that Confer- 
ence the representatives of our Admiralty again proposed 
the abohtion of the submarine, but met with no response 
from America or Japan Submarines remain, as M Brand 
on leaving Washington had said of the French intention m 
bwilding them, “‘ to explore the flora and fauna of the deep ” 
As it was beheved by some that the purpose of France in 
rejecting the British proposal in Washington was to induce 
England to guarantee her coasts in case of a renewed 
European war, I asked M Sarraut myself 1f such a guarantee 
would change the French decision But he scornfully 
flung away my note at the meeting of correspondents, 
refusing in the name of Fiance to consider such a suggestion 
** For France never required any assistance o1 defence beyond 
her own might by sea and land" I could have observed 
that such was not the general opinion im France between 
1914 and 1918, but I said nothing, perceiving that the first 
object of French diplomacy at the Conference was to 
discredit the British delegation, and at the same time, by 
violent gestures, to assert the greatness of France, as a 
fading beauty wildly insists upon her remammg charms 
The delegates then proceeded to agree to certain resolu- 
tions, suggested by the Advisory Comnntteo of well-inten- 
tioned men and women, and brought forward by Mr Ehhu 
Root, for the humane regulation of submarme warfare 
Tn all cases the safety of neutrals, non-combatants, crews, 
and passengers upon any slup attacked by a submarine was 
to be first secured, and one resolution actually laid 1t down 
that the prohibition of submarimes as commerce-destroyers 
should be accepted as part of the law of nations Since 14 
had been proved by the Bntish, and admitted by the 
French, that the destruction of commerce was the main, 
purpose of the submarme, the acceptance of this resolution 
was a sardonic jest As to rules for promoting humamty 
m war, they are prompted only by holy simplicity, and are 
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invariably laughed to scorn when war comes For war is 
not humane, and m wartime Hell 1s paved with good 
regulations z 

Towards the end of the year (December 29th) I wrote: 


*! Y& will be understood that the action of France through- 
out has rumed the Conference, as I long ago feared was 
probable rumed xt m all but the one pomt of welcome 
sigmficance The Conference has put an end, one hopes for 
evor, to the danger of naval competition between America 
and England, lately so threatenmg, so hkely to result m a 
terrible war For that all of us may be thankful to the 
American Secretary of State, and especially to the American 
and British delegates, among whom Mr Balfour has won 
the position of highest honour.” 


The lamentable failure of the Geneva Conference m 1927 
appeared to obliterate even that one pomt of welcome 
significance For the delegates on both sides (certainly on the 
American side) seemed to devote all ther thmking to 
providing for a war that all declared “unthmkable ” But 
still I am not without hope that the Washmgton Conference 
effected something more than the reduction of taxes for 
the supply of battleships, and I cannot agree with my 
friend Fiank Simonds, who, m a book wiitten with extra- 
ordinary wisdom, tolerance, and knowledge, regards the 
result of the Conference as actually disastrous He wiites 
throughout with a bias i favour of France, and with a 
certain tendency to credit suspicions then amusingly preva- 
lent ın Washington suspicions that the Mephisto of British 
diplomacy was mtent upon the seduction of America’s 
blue-eyed innocence But the ultimate cause of failure 
he attributes to Mr. Hughes’s ignorance of European feeling 

an ignorance that he compares to Woodrow Wilson’s, 
entirely different as was his personality. 


* "Never for a single moment,” he wiites, "did Mr. 
Hughes stop to consider how a Frenchman might think 
because he was a Frenchman ; what Bntish interests must 
be because Britons represented them No materal element 
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was ignored, but all the moral values, all the imponderables, 
all the European circumstances were dismissed Tnside the 
Volstead territorial limit, examimation was microscopic , 
beyond, nothing was considered ”’? 


By the action of France the reduction of land-forces was 
excluded even from consideration By the action of France 
the submarime forces were actually mcreased And by the 
action of France the settlement of Far Eastern questions 
was very nearly wiecked As at the Hague Conference of 
1907, a poor little delegation of Koreans came to Washington 
and went moping about im the vain attempt to mduce the 
Conference to take pity on the wiongs that Korea suffered 
atthe hands of Japan ‘Far more provocative and dangerous 
to the Conference as a whole were the delegates who had 
travelled at great expense and after long delays from the 
Siberian Eastern Republic, whose capital 1s Chita They 
settled 1n one house of a remote street, and appeared to 
subsist chiefly on milk, 1f one might judge from the platoons 
of mik-bottles always ranged outside their door They 
came to petition against the hideous persecution their people 
suffered also from the Japanese, and to demand the with- 
drawal of the invading troops Finding that no one took 
the shghtest notice of their complaints, they threatened a 
starthng revelation They submitted, first to myself, and 
afte: wards to other correspondents, a mass of docnmentary 
evidence to prove that before coming to the Conference 
France and Japan had agreed to work together durmg the 
meetings, and in fact had concluded a definite arrangement 
France was to attack the Bolshevik Government i Russia 
from the side of Eastern Siberia, and thereafter Japan was 
to dommate that province, both along the coast and 1n the 
internor They presented me with two mam documents, 
one dating from the January of 1920, arranging chiefly for 
the transport of Wrangel's army from Constantinople to the 
coast of Eastern Siberia, and the support of an mvasion of 
Russia thence, the other datmg from September 1921, 
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suggesting from the French side jomt action with Japan 
at the Washmgton Conference, and foretellmg the approach- 
ing collapse of the Soviet Government and a restoration of 
the Tsardom, for both of which results France counted upon 
Japanese assistance A telegram dated September 2, 1921, 
from the Paris Foreign Office to the Mister of Foreign 
Affairs in Tokio contamed the paragraph 


* America’s intention to secure for herself a place im 
Soviet Russia has been frustrated by our policy Americans 
are therefore pushing the Hastern question so as to gain 
supremacy in the Hast We must resist such efforts by all 
means, and the French Government hopes to have the help 
of the Japanese Government in that "' 


The documents were long I telegraphed their main sub- 
stance only, and the message ran to over 3,000 words But 
as I had been the first to obtam the documents from the 
Siberian delegates, I submmtted them at once to the chief 
members of the British delegation 

It was New Year's Day (1922), and a Sunday, so that 
Mr Balfour, enjoying Sabbatarian repose, could not receive 
me Lord Lee read the documents carefully, thought the 
summary of the Hranco-Japanese “Treaty” probably a 
falsified version, and the rest sure to be repudiated, though 
probably genmne Sir Auckland Geddes was very grave 
about them “They wul blow the Conference sky-high 
like 2 late," he said, but admitted he had long suspected 
some such agreement between France and Japan Both he 
and Lord Lee thought the French delegates might welcome 
the opportunity for leavmg the Conference rather than 
expose themselves to further suspicions and hostihty. Lord 
Lee beheved that Admiral le Bon already aimed at taking 
advantage of some such occasion to go 

Next day, as was to be eapected, the French and Japanese 
declared the documents to be forgeries, and M Sarraut, on 
behalf of the French, published an official statement 
addressed to Mr Hughes, describing them as “ gross 
fabrications.” But excitement prevailed. The best 
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American papers, such as the Baltwnore Sun, the New York 
World, and the New York Times, contended that mere 
demal was insufficient, and thought that this evidence only 
confirmed previous mdications of an entente agreed or 
mtended between France and Japan upon the subject of 
Russia I had another long conversation with M. Skvirsky, 
the leader of the Siberian delegation, who told me they had 
kept back the documents as long as possible, always hoping 
to be heard at the Conference, but had recerved no attention 
to their protests They would receive attention now. ‘ We 
believe that every word of the documents 1s true," he cón- 
tmued, “the best way for the Japanese to disprove them 
would be to evacuate Siberia We cannot disclose the 
authority, but we obtamed them in the same manner as 
other Governments obtam such things The Japanese 
troops have been in the Far Eastern Republic now for three 
years, and are domg everything possible to prevent order 
from bemg restored, and to dismember the Republic If 
we are not permitted to appear before the Conference, we 
shall send a formal protest and a memorandum setting 
forth the conditions m Siberia The Powers who partici- 
pated in the original intervention m our country guaranteed 
her integrity, and ıt ıs thew moral duty to see that the 
Japanese army 18 withdrawn " 

As I telegraphed at the time, that last sentence revealed 
the pecuhar naiveté of the Siberian delegates , for a pledge 
to preserve the integrity of a country is the umiversal 
formula among Powers aiming at its dismemberment I 
perceived a similar simplicity in a further demand that 
France and Japan should answer the charges specifically, 
as at a trial with a view to discovermg the truth The 
Powers were not likely to vite the delegates of a Republic 
not even recognised to bring France and Japan into the 
dock. They were naturally resolved that the Conference. 
should not “be blown sky-high tke a kite,” and after 
various explosions of rage, includmg a suggestion that the 
Siberians should be exiled as “ undesirables,” the whole 
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subject was silently allowed to vamsh away None the less, 
something perhaps was gamed The Far Eastern Republic 
was ultimately absorbed mto the Soviet Russian Republies, 
which was probably an advantage, and if, as I beheve, 
the Japanese aimes were soon withdrawn, that was an 
advantage beyond question : 

This Siberian incident only tended to merease the growing 
unpopularity of France m the States, and to obliterate the 
memory of Lafayette It was fortunate that the second 
object of the Conference the revision of the situation in 
the Eastern Pacific was almost settled before the bomb- 
ghell ‘burst That revision was a delicate matter, for in 
1921 the ten years’ alhance between England and Japan 
eame toanend  Torenew 16 would increase the irritation of 
the Umted States, to refuse renewal might 11tate Japan 
It was a difficult dilemma — I still thimk that, as I wiote at 
the time, the termmation of the Anglo-Japanese Treaty 
was the most vital result of the Conference For if that 
Treaty had been renewed, the United States would never 
have consented to a naval limitation On the other hand 
the alliance with England had raised Japan to the rank of a 
first-class Power, and the Japanese were naturally unwillmg 
to abandon the position 

After negotiations behind the scenes, while public opmon 
was kept interested in the study of the battleship ratio, the 
Four Power Treaty of Washmgton was evolved Originally 
1t was to be a Treaty between America, England, and 
Japan alone, but Mr Hughes msisted upon the melusion of 
France, chiefly to soothe the ruffled feelings of the French 
delegates By a clever move Henry Cabot Lodge, leadmg 
Republican in the Senate, and chief adversary of President 
Woodrow Wilson and the League of Nations, was put up to 
introduce the new Treaty at the Plenary Meetmg of December 

~ 10th , for there was always the danger that the Senate m ght 
reject the Treaty as too closely resembhng the detested 
Covenant of the League As became a cultured Bostonian, 
Mr Lodge read an essay carefully wiitten in elegant hterary 
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style, and adorned with apt quotations from Byron, 
Brownmg, and Robert Louis Stevenson concerning the 
charms of Pacific and other islands where the waves lisp all 
manner of beautiful sentiments But his chief object was 
to prove that the four articles of the Treaty contamed no 
abhorrent suggestion of “sanctions”? or force, such as 
defiled the Covenant They ordaimed only gentle confer- 
ences between the four signatory Powers in case of disagree- 
ment among themselves or with any outside disturber of 
harmony 

The Americans around me loudly whispered ‘ Bunk!” 
as comment upon these assurances, but such criticism was 
speedily drowned in the outburst of universal applause 
which greeted the fourth clause ‘The Treaty between 
Great Britam and Japan shall be termmated " The heads 
of all the other delegations expressed approval M Viviani 
eloquent for France, Prmce Tokugawa pregnant for Japan 
But the chief cheermg was reserved for Mr. Balfour, who 
spoke with the calm and hesitation of *' the English gentle- 
man” a type stil half-jestmgly admired in the “Main 


Streets" of America But he spoke also with an unusual, 


touch of emotion and pathos, as one who was in the Ministry 
when the Japanese alhance was first concluded, and again 
when the entente with France began “And all through my 
life,’ he added, “I have been a constant, ardent, and 
persistent advocate of mtimate and fnendly relations 
between the two great branches of the English-speaking 
race" That sentiment won the loudest and longest 
applause of a memorable day, m reality by far the most 
important and decisive day of the months during which the 
Conference lasted 

Unhappily, cultured Mr Lodge forgot to explam whether 
or not the islands of Japan herself were included among the 
Pacrfic islands that were nether to be attacked nor fortified 
by the Four Signatory Powers Mr Secretary Hughes 
thought they were to be included President Harding 
thought they were not. But when I suggested that there 
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seemed some contradiction. between the two mam authorities 
of his country, he merely mumbled that the matter was 
unimportant, and passed on. Unimmportant whether Japan 
was nob to be fortified, and whether the other three Powers 
were pledged to her defence ın case of an attack upon her 
islands! The mere suggestion roused violent hostility m 
the Senate But on this occasion 16 was the President who 
was right, and Japan is not counted among the Pacific 
islands withm the meanmg of the Treaty. 

As the size, guns, and collective tonnage of battleships, 
together with the size and guns of cruisers (though, un- 
happily, not the collective tonnage) had been settled by the 
Five Power Pact, and the defence of the Pacific islands 
above a certain latitude had been settled by the Four 
Power Pact, which also abrogated the Anglo-Japanese 
Treaty, I could not regard the Conference as an absolute 
failure Something had been accomplished towards peace, 
and even China, though bidden, as I said, to be good and 
let Japan be clever, still, after Oriental delays and quibbles, 
did really recover Shantung from the Japanese, and Wer- 
hai-Wei as a free return of property from ourselves. Of 
the seven Treaties that President Hardmg announced to 
the Senate as reqmring ratification (February 10, 1922), those 
were the only three that counted for much The Treaty 
between the Five Powers as to the humane use of submarines 
and the entire disuse of poison gas was, from the start, 
utterly futile, as all such pretty plans to hmut the horrors 
of war mevitably are The three other Treaties were con- 
cerned with lesser details So the Conference ended, after 
à slow process of petermg out 

Tn spite of all my distracting business, hfe in Washington 
had its brief alleviations The Baltimore Sun, that 
excellent paper, combmed with the Manchester Guardian 

nd the New York World to take my telegrams on the 
Conference, as I mentioned before But my first personal 
connection with 16 was a festival given by 1ts generous 
proprietors to all the correspondents who had come for the 
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Conference This kind of festival 1s called & '' Barbecue "' 
When first I heard that name I thought 16 was some kmd of 
animal, perhaps a porcupme. But I was wrong One 
Sunday mornmg I found myself seated in a motor with 
four or five other journalists, rushing northward from 
Washington along a straight road, thirty similar motors in 
front of us, and thirty-one behmd Police upon motor- 
cycles ran before us, or to and fro up and down the hne, 
guiding and guarding this unprecedented procession of 
brains Like an enormous snake, we passed with speed 
beyond the little District of Columbia, im which Washington 
stands, into the wide State of Maryland ‘‘ My Maryland!” 
as an old song used to run when men were killing each other 
there Itis a pleasant land, abounding m thin woods of thm 
trees, and scattered with little villages and isolated farms, 
nearly all the houses and barns bemg but of “ clapboard ” 
planks, like clipper ships The fields are carelessly divided, 
if at all, and some are planted with maize or vegetables, 
some kept for the pasture of cattle, usually of the black-and- 
white Holstein breed, but a good many brown shorthorns 
I saw no sheep, and there were few birds except starlings, 
and the large hawks (almost as big as eagles) which they 
call “kıtes” The ground has once been a tableland of 
reddish marl, with solid rock at no great depth, but age 
and water have worn it into undulating country with httle 
valleys and streams running fairly fast, as m parts of 
Northern France There aie no hills, but at one point of 
the road I could see, fai away, a blue mountam, mevitably 
called the Sugarloaf, from which both armies im the Civil 
War used to signal as they held 16 in turn Fou the whole 
— district 1s filled with memories of battles fought for a great 
but almost forgotten cause 

After about forty miles, our cortége reached an old estate 
surrounding a large house of solid stone, owned by the, 
chief propuetor of the Baltumoe Sun, who welcomed us, 
motor by motor, at the porch At his side was 1anged 
row of Red Indians mm all the 1omantic finery of eagle feathers, 
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wampum belts, and scarlet breeches I did not observe 
tomahawks or scalps, but one Chieftam held a glorious Pipe 
of Peace, which he afterwards presented to our host, at the 
same time honourmg him with the proud title of “ Pretty 
Eagle" "Phe Indians had come from North Dakota, chiefly 
to lay the symbol of victory upon the bier of that Unknown 
Hero at Arhngton But now each of the row, with immov- 
able countenance, limply shook hands with each of us 300 
journalists im tum To be the Last of the Mohicans 1s not à 
happy lot 
Out ın the open field a large trench-fire was blazing, fed 
by forest logs. And over the fames hung in chams a huge 
mass of roasting flesh, dropping odours, droppmg fats. It 
was the Barbecue! Not as I had fondly supposed a fretful 
porcupine, but all that was mortal of a gentle ox From its 
charred and burnmg edges were suspended the corpses of 
rabbits that had not belonged to ıt m hfe, and a further 
warren of rabbits sizzled side. From time to tıme, frag- 
ments, black and red, were hewn of the carcase and dis- 
trıbuted among the guests, to bo devoured ın the fingers. 
That 1s the feast of Barbecue, a word of uncertain origin, 
possibly mdan, but more probably French, because tho 
animal 1s roasted “‘ from chin to tail” For those of us less 
accustomed to the forest primeval, platters of cold turkey 
and more famihar dehghts were plentifully supplied, with 
all the accompaniments of progressive civilsation excopt 
knives Tn a neighbourmg shed, anothe: produce of progress 
flowed in similar profusion, rather excessive for some who 
had not advanced so far along the rmging grooves of time 
Around the feasting guests wandered at large a happy 
group of negroid singers summoned from Richmond, where 
they habitually met among themselves to recall the ancient 
songs of “ Swanee River” and “ Way down m Tennessee,” 
~Such as ancestral slaves used to smg when ther African 
music was forgotten Then, upon a vast waving meadow, 
we beheld the kind of hfe habitual mn the Wild and Woolly 
West, where gallant youths whirl the hssome lasso, and 
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gallant guls gallop upon every part of a horse but his back 
So, as the sun dechned, having hke Homoric heroes sated our 
desire for meat and drink, we said farewell to the “ Pretty 
Eagle,” with hearty gratitude for his unimagined hospitality, 
and withdrew to the procession of cars again, leaving but 
few of our numbor (and those chiefly Japanese) “ parked 
out,” as 1t wero, lke stationary motors upon the comfortable 
maize straw of a booth, happy obycct-lessons in the value of 
Prohibition 

Another episode was different but equally pleasing At 
the request of the “ American Civil Liberties Umon” m 
Washington, I sent a petition to Congress urging the 
clemency of an amnesty for offences committed during the 
war against the Espionage Act (our D O R A 's uglier sister, 
as bofore explamed). After the apologies duo from a 
foreigner, I wiote that I had heard there were still 145 
persons imprisoned under the Act, some for ten and some for 
even twenty years, and this for the oxpression of opinions 1n 
opposition to war m general In a following paragraph I 
continued 

“The right of free speech may perhaps be restricted of 
necessity m wartime But such restictions aro among tho 
most pernicious curses of war and 1t scems to be the duty of 
every nation to remove them with all speed as soon as peace 
1s concluded In my own country all offendors under this 
head have long been released , I think within a month or 
two of the Armistice The same is truo, I believe, of all 
other countries except the one country which I was brought 
up to regard as the very land of ficedom One of the most 
peculiar circumstances in the case 1s that the Espionage Act 
itself was suspended last March, and these political offenders 
continue m puson under a law which no longei exists " 


My petition was read in the Senate (Decomber 12, 1921) 
by Senator Ladd of North Dakota, and a copy was then sent 
to President Harding I do not suppose that he was m the , 
least influenced by the petition of a simple foreigner, but 
just a fortmght later he suddenly 1cleased twenty-three out 
of the 145 prisoneis, and among them was Eugene Debs, 
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secretary and tieasurer of the Union or Fraternity of Engine 
Drivers, and perhaps the best known Socialist mn America, 
though not a membe: of the IW W (Industral Workers 
of the World) He was sentenced for a speech dehvered 
against the war at Canton, Ohio, and had served nearly three 
years of the tenimposed A peculiar reason for his sentence 
was appended to the order for his release ‘‘ He 1s a man 
of much personal charm and impressive personahty, which 
qualifications make him a dangerous man calculated to 
mislead the unthinking, and affording the excuse for those 
with crimmal intent” I don’t know who composed that 
puzvimg description, but 1ts moral was to avoid personal 
charm and impressive personality in America, if one favoured 
unpopular views 
The day after Christmas I was writing in the Cosmos Club 

when a telephone call told me that Eugene Debs was at 
the Department of Justice and “longed” to see me 
Hastenmg round I met Debs just emerging from an interview 
with Mr Daugherty, the Attorney-General, who afte: wards 
did nothing to merease the credit of President Harding’s 
Cabinet I beheld a tall thm man of seventy or more, quite 
bald, with promment hooked nose, deep-sunken grey eyes, 
the whole head lke an anmmated skull , hands remarkably 
large, with long loose fingers perpetually 1n motion, spread 
out wide or gathered together into a pomt at every sentence 
He was dressed m the ludicrous regulation suit supplied 
to ex-convicts by the paternal State Hearmg who I was, 
he rushed upon me, and not obse: vng my outstretched hand, 
finng both arms ronnd my neck ım a fraternal embrace 
I endured as an Englishman may, but all the time I heard 
the click of cameras and the whirring of a cmema im action 
and I felt sure that “‘ Eugene Debs salutes the Manchester 
Guardian” would be the “ caption ” to the film 

^ He mvited me to meet him agam ın the bedroom of an 
hotel, and there I found that his endearmg reception of 
myself had not been a pecuhar honour For one frend after 
another, beginning with Mr. Gompers, veteran leader of the 
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American Federation of Labour, kept crowding m, and he 
greeted all, men and women alike, with simular affectionate 
embraces, clinging long to their hands, in such joylul excite- 
ment as was natural after nearly three years of isolation m 
gaol is was indeed a friendly and emotional nature, and 
I felt that he would gladly have taken all humanity to his 
bosom, includmg even the Attorney-General For his heart 
was as bald as hs head Next day he started for his home in 
Terre Haute, Indiana, where he received the immense 
welcome he would so passionately have given to mankind, 
and, with still three or four years of hfe in front of him, he was 
thus rewarded for all that he had suffered m the noblest 
cause 
The amiable old man’s enthusiasm for peace and fraternity 

stood im sharp contrast to the scientific labours of the 
‘Chemical Warfare Corps,” whose laboratories at Elmwood 
near Baltimore I had been invited to visit a short time earher 
(November 30) At Elmwood the Government had acquired 
10,000 acres of an mmimhabited penmsula upon which safely 
to conduct experiments mm poison gases, and chemists 
of the highest quahfieations were continually there engaged 
in devising the surest possible means of king men, women, 
and children 1n mass — As 18 well known, this desired result 
1s obtained by fnmes which exther choke and burn internally 
or burn the outer surface of the body so that death super- 
venes upon comparatively brief anguish After their 
discharge the gases will remain effective for days or even 
weeks together, thus rendermg escape difficult even from 
such shelters as our Tubes, to which the mhabrtants of 
London would naturally resort for refuge, as was possible 1n 
the Great War, when the efficacy of poison gas was still only 
partially developed The mildest manufacture that I was 
shown was the famihar “ tear gas,” which perhaps I should 
hardly have noticed among its more serviceable associates, « 
had not my eyes suddenly begun to weep copiously m passing 
the sheds where ıt was bemg elaborated The varieties of 
death that can be mduced from vats of salt and the resultmg 
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chlorine and phosgene appeared to me, who am no chemist, 
very remarkable Equally astomshmg was the devotion 
of the mild-eyed chemusts themselves, who declaied their 
natures most humane, and the object of their persistent 
labours nothmg more reprehensible than defence of their 
countiy They showed me vials of gas, one or two of 
which, when dropped from an aeroplane, would reduce the 
population of London or any similar city to heaps of putrefy- 
ing corpses As the object was declared to be purely defensive, 
such an achievement seemed to me but another proof that 
the offensive 1s often the best defence Yor British and 
European cities were the nearest upon which these defensive 
tactics could be tried, unless the United States aimed at the 
depopulation of Nicaragua or some South American country. 
But keenly interested as I was 1n these enthusiastic inventors 
of wholesale slaughter, even more admirable appeared the 
self-devotion of subordinate members on the staff who 
volunteered to enter the experimental chambers, where, im 
hermetically sealed glass cases, they were eaposed to the 
fnl] mfluence of poison gas of one sort or another. and care- 
fully watched so as to estimate how long they could endure 
before hfe was extinct It was a form of vivisection I had 
not realised before 
From trme to time I enjoyed two other alleviations, more 
m keeping with the professed objects of the Conference One 
came often, and the more often the better I was pleased 
Tt was association with the two distinct and distinguished 
Judges of the Supreme Court in Washington the Court of 
the nme judges, who have reached the highest position m 
the Law, and form the Court of Appeal mamly upon Con- 
stitutional questions, though ther powers may be extended 
to crimmal decisions not restricted to one of the States’ 
jurisdiction Justice Brandeis, whom I had met at 
«the Naton lunches under Massingham, was one, the 
other was Justice Oliver Wendell Holmes, son of the 
“ Autocrat” As an almost invariable rule, the two acted 
together m support of national honour and justice, and when 
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they stood as a mmority, thcy shared the usual merit and the 
usual fate of minorities Of the two I became the better 
acquainted with Oliver Wendell Holmes, a noble type of 
American and human nature As he showed me the places 
around the city where he had been two or three times wounded 
during the Civil War of the early ’sixties, he could not choose 
but be old even 1n 1922, and yet at the present time I hear 
he still retams Ins youthful mind and frame. Every day 
he then walked, erect and rapid, from his home not far 
from the White House up the hill to lus duties at the 
Capitol, and at all times, alert and open-minded, he enjoyed 
converse upon any great subject, whether in polities, law, 
or hterature He was indeed an example in the art of grow- 
ing old without degradation, and his ageing wife keen, 
charitable, and always humorous, was an example equally 
fine And I must not forget another veteran, Senator La 
Follette, so fearlessly aggressive for truth, so Ibsemish in 
appearance and manner, and so humorous a comedian m 
private hfe, but to die so soon. 

The second alevation was supphed by the negro or 
“coloured” people, who in Washington have a quarter 
mainly reserved for themselves, and the large Howard 
University entirely devoted to their training, chiefly in Law 
and Medicine, which they practise among their own people 
By invitation of thew Professors, I visited the University 
two or three times, and what pleased me most there was the 
enthusiastic reception given by the whole body of the 
students toH G Wells, with whom I went to see one of their 
own plays The moment he entered, they all rose to their 
feet, clappmg their hands and shoutmg applause, partly 
in appreciation of a genius with whose work they were well 
acquamted, and partly in rather pathetic dehght that so 
distinguished a man had actually come among them 

Kimlar delight, though for a different cause, was shown, 
by other “coloured” people a few weeks later, when the 
Conference was fading to its end, and I was invited to 
visit Lexmgton (Virgimia), by Colonel Kerhn, at that time 
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still teaching Enghsh at the Vugima Mihtary Institute 
there He was widely known as a friend of the negroes, and 
that alone was enough to condemn hm, no matter how 
excellent lus qualifications for the professoiship But 
the special offence leading to hus recent notice of dismissal 
was that he had appealed to the Governor of Arkansas to 
1eprieve twelve negroes condemned to death on a dubious 
charge of killing two whites durmg a peonage riot when 
nearly seventy negroes were Jed Such an outrage as his 
appeal for mercy could not be allowed 1n an Institute con- 
ducted on hnes of the strictest patriotic and muhtary dis- 
cıplme a discipline so stzict that when I asked why Cadets 
strutted as on a German parade and, mstead of crossing an 
open space diagonally, marched solemnly 1ound it with 
sharp rectangular turns I was told that these methods of 
progression were disciplinary rules to prepare the young 
for the heroism of warfare, which, however, very few 
intended to display mm after hfe 

Against such mittary spirit Colonel Kerlin proclaimed a 
defiance mevitably abhorrent to the officer in command and 
to the State which supported an institution famous for 
association with the names of Stonewall Jackson and Robert 
E Lee, who hes buried within the grounds vnder à monument 
of himself carved in marble as he hved As though m con- 
firmation of his defiance, my host, on the very first day I 
was hving in his attractive household, actually took me to 
a negro chapel! And after the service he addressed the black 
and parti-coloured congregation, telhng them that I had 
travelled among thew aborigmal kmdred 1n. Central Africa, 
and-had even taken some part in the deliverance of many 
slaves from a shameful bondage 1 Whereupon they crowded 
round me, uttermg Christian blessmgs with their thick lps, 
and asking me how best they could give me pleasure I 
suggested a concert of the negro “ Spirituals,” and they 
said they would have 16 ready ın three days 

They kept them word On the third evenmg they sent to 


1 See “‘ More Changes More Chances,” pp 38-97 
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tell me I mught come I found the chapel chock full, Mrs 
Kerhn and myself being the only white people there I 
thunk it was a Baptist chapel, but as no people have ever yet 
done more than piofess Chustiamty, L do not bother my 
head about tho various distinctions of its profession At 
the far end were ranged rows of fifty or sixty “ coloured ” 
men and women, all musical, all endowed by nature with the 
soft but powerful negro voice, and accustomed to sing m 
unison or m parts. I have not known another country, 
not even Wales, where such a choir would be found as a 
matter of coutse 1n a little chapel 

Since the abolition of slavery in. American the creation of 
* Spintuals" has ceased Education, of itself, must 
mevitably kill the illiterate simplicity of the faith that marks 
their themes The stories of Daniel in the hons’ den, 
of Joseph, Ruth, and Moses are to educated people no 
longer articles of faith But the “Spintual” cannot be 
produced without the faith of children to whom no miracle 
18 Ympossible or even unusual Beautiful songs hke “ Roll, 
Jordan, roll," and “ Swing low, sweet chariot," cannot be 
composed when Jordan and the chariot have to bo inter- 
preted as symbols, and are not accepted as realities, almost 
visible to the naked eye — Tt 1s only by minds of that child- 
hke quality that à. '* Spiritual" can be even 1magined , for 
of such is the Kingdom of Heaven — Nor is 16 possible for 
" Spirituals " to arise except among slaves It 1s not without 
reason that nearly all may be divided into “ Sorrow Songs ” 
and “Songs of Deliverance”? What but the forlorn and 
yearning spirit of slaves could have produced such songs as 
“Steal away to Jesus,” or “ Nobody knows the troubles 
I’ve seen, nobody knows but Jesus Sometimes I’se up, 
sometimes I’se down, sometimes I’se almost to de groun’ ” °? 
What but an oppressed people could have produced “ Go 
down, Moses,” with its repeated refrain, “ Let my people, 
go 1272 

With celestial brightness, as of the dayspring from on 
bigh, the Evangel of the early Methodists or Baptists must 
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have come to souls enslaved in darkness and unbroken 
despau after the memouies and traditions of Africa began 
tofade “I got arobe! You gotarobe! All God’s chillun 
got a robe!” what assurance of hope for a blessed trans- 
figuration mto the angelic state! And then follows the soft 
refrain, “‘ Heaven! Heaven!” with a radiancy of glory and 
bhss beyond compare Only m a commmnity of souls 
enslaved could so 1ncaleulable & contrast even be 1magined. 
Dwellers m the Southern States have often warned me to 
beware of “ sentiment ” in thinking of the negro Yet, mth- 
out bemg anythmg but a case-hardened traveller who has 
seen all the evils of the world and cannot now be surprised 
ati any of them, I have always fonnd something irresist- 
ibly attractive m the humour, the pathos, and the music 
of negro descendants of slaves Partly, l suppose, the 
attraction comes from pity at the sight of a people suffering 
for the sins, not of their own race or of their own fathers, 
but of my race and my fathers, whose atrocious sins are now 
visited upon the descendants of our former victims But, 
besides that hideous reason for pity, X have found in the 
coloured people of America much the same traits that 
stil distinguish the maim kindred of then race in Africa 

the generous good-humour, the responsive laughter, the 
faithful affection for the man who keeps his word to them, 


and, above all, the enviable dehght in music, dancing, and 
all emotional art 


CHAPTER X 


“ BUT O THE HLAVY CHANGLI” 


“O, Captain ! my Captain I our fearful trip 1s done, 
The ship has ucathered cery racl , the prze uc iought as uon 
The port ıs near, the bells I hear, the people all crulling, 
While follow cyces the steady I cel, the vescel grim and daring 
O, Captain { my Captain freee up and hear the bells" 


Warr Warran on the death of Lincoln 


* € As though the emerald should say, B haterer happens I moet be emerald ' 
From of old that sayinq of Marcus Aurelius has bern an my thought”, and 
now, as the tide of life recedes and I am left more and more alone, it has sunk 
deeper than cver and cven becomes endeared ” 


Waveioor Erus “Impressione and Comments”, 
Second Sor:es, poge 106. 


found the main tiait of the Aurchan hfe to be “a 

sentiment of mediociity, though of a mediocity, 
for once, really golden,” he must have been dehghted with 
the Stoic Empeioi’s exquisite saymg Iam told that, even 
m Oxford, Walter Pate: has long been forgotten, but I 
occasionally find, even m London, some second-hand 
reference to hus dogma that “ to burn always with this hard, 
gemhke flame, to maintain this ecstasy, 1s success m hfe,” 
and the metaphor from jewelry 1s akin to the emerald’s 
resolve 1 It 1s true that the vutuous Empeio1’s mind was 
fixed on the persistent retention of a agh personality, and 
the Oxford wiiter's intention was never to form habits but 
to snatch the passionate sense of the moment as 1t passes, 
lest he should sleep before evenmg on this short day of 
frost and sun But both implied a certain hardness besides 
the bulhance or persistence of the precious stone And I 
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i “The Renassance,” Epilogue 
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havo found the bardness most easy to emulate, most 
difficult to avoid 

Like Havelock Ellis, as the tide of Ife recedes, I am left 
more and more alone My fmends and enemes, especially 
those who knew me when 1 was young, are rapidly departing 
Tn the two or three years after the Washington Conference 
one after another left me, and the death of an enemy bungs 
a sense of bereavement and the transitormess of hfe almost 
as keen as the death of a frend What surprises me 1s the 
gemlike hardness wıth which tho mmd endures the departure 
of enemy or frend “To part from you is hke partmg from 
Ife itself |” said a loving and most lovable woman, dying as 
I sat beside her, and I knew the love and sorrow half 
revealed in the words But from the high-set window I was 
looking across a gorge of the Arve to the snow-tipped bai.ier 
of the Jura, most beautiful of mountam hnes, and I longed 
to rush out again 1nto the splendour of nature, and the full 
course of human activity That hardness of heart may 
serve, hke irony, as a protection and coveimg for defence 
under which we may hide, just as a hermit crab hurries to 
conceal 1ts softness m an alien shell But the callousness of 
the indwelling spirit 1s amazing, though perhaps umversal 
Of the old Marquesa de Montemayor we read 


“She secretly refused to beheve that anyone (herself 
excepted) loved anyone All families hved m a wasteful 
atmosphere of custom and kissed one another with secret 
indifference She saw that the people of this world moved 
about m an armour of egotism, drunk with self-gazmg, 
athirst for comphments, hearmg httle of what was said to 
them, unmoved by the accidents that befell their closest 
friends, m dread of all appeals that might interrupt thei 
long commumon with their own desires ?1 


Is there not a similar touch of hardness, of callousness, 
in that passage from a Jewish wiite: which Matthew Arnold 
was fond of repeating to himself, and m fact wrote agam m 
his notebook on the very day of ns death 2 


1“ The Bridge of San Luis Rey,” by Thornton Wilder p 17 
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* Weep bitterly over the dead, as he 1s worthy, and then 
comfort thyself, drive heavmess away thou shalt not 
do lim good, but hurt thyself When the dead 1s at rest, 
let hig remembrance 1est , and be comforted for him when 
hus spirit 3s departed from him ” 


The passage 18 from Ecclesiasticus xxxvut, and 
Matthew Arnold shghtly altered the wording of the received 
translation. But, as m Marcus Aurelius and Matthew 
Arnold himself, there bes in the words a deliberate Stoicism 
And Stoicism 1s magnificent but 11s not peace Or if peace, 
a peace girt about in steel-plated armour, like tho League at 
Geneva defended by “ sanctions,” and existing only under 
cover of that stern defonce 

Thus for myself, as the tide of hfe receded, leaving me 
more and more alone through the death of so many friends 
valuable to me and m somo cases to the whole country, I 
drove heaviness away and welcomed every opportunity of 
increased activity, knowing that the time was short I also 
began to put together some record of a few among the 
people I had Known, and the events at which I had been 
piesent But a journalist can find time for the writing of 
books only in the intervals of his work for hvehhood, and 
those are few and brief Twico m 1922 I was sent agam 
to Ireland owing to the atrocious civil war which the Insh, 
by a fine use of what grammarians used to call * meiósis," 
speak of ın 1928 as “ the troubles ” or “ the crossness ” As 
our &h1p touched at Queenstow n on my return from Washing- 
ton, m February, 1922, I had iejoiced 10 seo the Irish flag 
flymg from the harbour’s central fort, and ın March I 
rejoiced again to see 16 flymg over Dubhn Castle ıtself, that 
symbol of ancient subjection, while at the gates Insh 
sentries in brand-new uniforms of dark green, strutted to 
and fro, tiyg hard to turn about in miltary fashion, as 
no one but a soldier ever thinks of turning round Through 
the big railmgs ın front of the Bank, httle crowds stood 
perpetually gazing at the Irish soldiers, as at ons in a cage » 
and indeed the soldiers were to me fa1 more amazing than 


^ 


IRISH CIVIL WAR 268 


anylons The British army had almost gone The centuries 

of "The Garrison" were over "Ten years before, who 
would not have smiled sadly at the mere suggestion of such 
a change 2 

But behmd those emblems of deliverance, I felt the 

approaching spectre of that most horrible form of murder 
the mutual murder of brothers born Speaking at various 
places in Southern Ireland, Mr de Valera had foretold that 
for the cause of the Repubhe “ they might have to fight over 
the bodies of their owu countrymen, and wade through the 
blood of the Irish Government’s soldiers” After the thrills 
and excitements of the last few years, 16 was difficult for 
anyone of Insh sprt to settle down mto the monotonous 
paths of peace As “Æ” wrote at the time “We are at 
present dommated by the mhtary mind, which has many 
fine qualities, hke courage and self-sacrifice, but 1s generally 
the most stupid and Pigheaded kind of mind for anything 
except self-saerifice " That he wiote m his own “ Insh 
Homestead,” but a darker side of the Irish spirit was exposed 
in his address to the Sociological Society 1n London 


“Tn the shadows of Ireland, North and South,” he said, 
“lurks reptilian human hfe, bigots who, m the name of 
Christ, spit on His precepts, and who have put on the whole 
amory of hate , and men, and women, too, who have known 
the dark mtoxication of blood, and who seek, half uncon- 
sciously, for the renewal of that smuster ecstasy I dread 


E wud enterprise which might let loose that passionate 
e 29 


Tn conversation that noble-minded man remmded me of 
the distinction drawn by Witham James between “ the thin 
philosopher and the fat" the cold, abstract, logical 
philosopher, and the warm, hnman, concrete philosopher, 
who knows the ways and hearts of men There was no doubt 
to which class '' ZE " himself belonged, or to which belonged 
Mr de Valera and Erskme Childers, whom then I heard 
speaking for the last time (St Patrick's Day, 1922) He 
was mounted beside ** the Countess " on a cart at a suburban 
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street-corner so honest, so uncompromising, so gallant, so 
logical in his doctrine, and so *' thin " and shadowy, so hko 
the stubborn ghost that was soon to leave his distracted 
frame As to the Government cause the opposing cause 
to so many biave, logical, but. " thin" spirits like his. I 
may quote from one of Michael Collins’s last speeches too 
Speaking at Cork that March, he said 


“ Was 1t the doctrine of Mr de Valcra and his followers 
that suffering and fighting were to go on just because they 
wore good in themselves ? It 1s suggested that martyrdom 
and tials and destruction are botter than materialism and 
slavery Wo hear about the hard road which the opposition 
18 pointing out to the Insh nation, and the mducements 
that are put before the people towards ease, towards hving 
practically the hfe of beasts This1s the language of madness 
or worse There ıs no slavery under tho Treaty The chances 
of materialism are not greater than they would be under 
a Republican form of government, or any other form of 
government ” 


Tn June, Southern Ireland declared for the Treaty by a 
majority of 22 against the Republicans returned at tho 
elections, but the civil war was only intensified At the end 
of June, I was again sent to Dublin to witness the first 
meeting of the Dail under the new Constitution But 
instead I witnessed the siege of the Four Courts, which had 
been held smmce Apri by Rory O'Connor and a party of 
Repubheans without much interference from the Govern- 
ment troops The attack was then mainly hastened by @ 
speech of Mr Winston Churchill (June 26), threatening the 
termination of the Treaty wnless order were restored 
Firmg in the streets was heavy, especially along the 
embankment of the Liffey, where the Government had 
stationed field-guns to shell the Four Courts Soon after 
midday on July 7th, a loud explosion shook the neighbour- 
hood The Republicans had ignited a mme inside the Courts, 
and that beautiful classic building went up m smoke and 
flame A few hours afterwards I went clambermg among 
Xs runs In thice places the flames still roared over the 
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ceilings and beams The great dome of green copper had 
almost melted away Thick columns of smoke rose upon 
the wmd, bearmg halt-consumed fragments of legal and 
valuable historic documents far across the city Now and 
agam another arch or wall came crashmg down, and at the 
south-east corner gaped the breach battered by the 
Government's four guns 

All the streets and squares were lively with death 
Uneapectedly I came upon houses with windows and doors 
barricaded and sandbagged, rifles stickmg out of the loop- 
holes hke almonds in a tipsy cake Here and there I caught 
sight of ‘“ Irregulars ” lurkimg behind a chimney-stack, just 
waiting for a shot at anyone who seemed suitable game To 
return a cycle I had borrowed from Stephen Gwynn, I 
ran up the steps of one of the great Clubs on St Stephen’s 
Green, and, finding the door locked, peered through the 
glass There I perceived the muzzle of a large revolver 
separated from my own muzzle only by the thickness of 
the glass, and behind the revolver the white and haggard 
face of a poor boy, worn with nerves and sleeplessness, his 
tired and hungry eyes eapressing anything but welcome I 
smiled and waved adieu with hly hand He did not smile, 
nor even wave the revolver 

Late the same night, I was returning to the Standaid 
Hotel from a visit to Mrs Green, who had been round the 
streets with a paste-pot, sticking up manrfestoes for the 
Free State in hopes of counteracting the ceaseless propaganda 
of turmoil Just as I was turning mto Harcourt Street a 
motor-lorry, full of Imsh soldiers, dashed across m front of 
me, and instantly, from the next house but one at the 
opposite corner, a large bomb was thrown It exploded 
with horrible noe m the mddle of the road, and violent 
rifle fire followed Bullets, fragments of shell, and bits of 
granite, chipped from the pavement, came whistling around 
me, and 1f any other civilians beside myself had been near, 
probably some would have fallen For a moment I remem- 
bered the prophecy of my friend Philip Gibbs, who had 
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foretold m a recent book that I should meet my end from a 
bullet on the streets of Dublin But T escaped as usual, and 
was amused to find the guests in the hotel secking a vain 
shelter behind the bar and that a tectotal bar! 

Next day, four miles south of the city, I found the village 
of Rathfarnham occupied by the Republicans, the provisions 
and shops commandeered, the main 10ad bairicaded.— Every 
harmless passer-by hke myself was conscripted to fill sand- 
bags a monotonous occupation—and it was said that 
even the studonts at the great Jesuit College there had to 
take thor turn As I came back, I witnessed a httle ceremony 
that would have delghted Wordsworth, who beheved that 
a elnid’s whole vocation was endless imitation For children 
were playing an exciting game Placing a board on httle 
wheels to represent a motor-lorry, they invited one of their 
number to mount the board, while another drove ıt along, 
till, as he approached a corner, ho said with due solemnity, 
** Your bour has come ! " and turned the car into the very 
aims of another group who proceeded with tho assassination 
m due form  Pasted on nearly all the lamp-posts around 
them, they may have read the manifesto 


“The fateful hour has come At the dictation of our 
hereditary enemy our rightful cause 1s bemg tieachcrously 
assailed by recreant Irishmen ” 


So the atrocious struggle contimucd, until, m the very 
next month, and within httle over a week (August 13 and 22) 
the double blow fell upon the country Arthur Guiffith 
died, and Michael Collins was killed in a wretched ski mish 
Men of opposite and complementary characters they were 
Arthur Griffith was described to me by Mrs Green as “a 
granite monolith,” and indeed there was something granite 
in his steadfast and unflinching devotion to his own gieat 
idea , something granite in his silence and his freedom from 
all the popular aits of exuberant rhetoric and open-hearted 
humour But the comparison remmded me also of the 
cromlechs so abundant in Wales For, besides the aloofness 
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and solitude of a Drmd stone, he seemed to have mherited 
from some Welsh ancestor a touch of the seclusive or 
secrotive nature of the Welsh people. Very different was tho 
temperament of Michael Collins, whom I had seen two years 
before eludimg arrest as by magic, when a vast reward was 
offered for his body, dead or ahve Yet, within that short 
.time, less than a year since the signing of the Treaty, he had 
won by his personal charm and cheerful courage such 
affectionate admiration that lis death was lamented in 
England by every paper, I thmk without exception And 
now, just when the need of two such men in Ireland was at 
its height, both withm a few days were gone ‘‘ Breves et 
enfausios popule Romani amores,” said Tacitus Short-lived 
and ul-starred have been the darlings of the Irish people, 
too 
My long connection with Ireland as a journalist almost 
ended with those episodes in the civil war, though I have 
from time to time been afforded the pleasure of visiting that 
most beautiful country agam, sometimes staying ab Cushen- 
dun m the Glens of Antrim, sometimes at Glengarriff on 
Bantry Bay with Dr. Hector Munro m his excellent sanator- 
1m, where he strove to purify me of evil ın purgatorial 
vats of boiling peat Once, too, m June, 1926, I went with 
Sidney and Gertrude Parry of Cushendun far out along the 
desolate coast of Galway through a region of island rocks, 
where scattered relics of the Gaels were starving on potatoes 
grown mm crannies of the rocks, flavoured with seaweed 
boiled down into jelly, and, with the aid of their priest, I 
was able to learn something of their pitiful state One bright 
memory shmes hke a star among my varous visits as 
Mr Broadbent or the happy tourist Tn September, 1923, 
on my way through County Cork, I had to drive about two 
mules round at Mallow because the Republicans had wiecked 
ə the great railway bridge over the Blackwater, and on the 
way I met Bernard Shaw, also returning from Kerry Han 
and beard, all tawny when first I knew him, had now turned 
white, but the eyes retamed their smgularly clear and 
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untarmshed blue He was bound for Bumingham to super- 
mtend the production of lus “ Methuselah” m all five 
parts, though he admitted, as 1s his way, that even three 
parts had reduced New York to such profound sleep that 
coffee had to be provided free, and in buckets Speaking 
of the destruction of Sir Horace Plunkett’s home at lF'oxrock 


by the Republicans, he said he did not pity even such a. 


true patriot as Plunkett for his loss, because we all gather 
too much around us, and at least a third of London should 
be burnt every year I told hum of the Central Africans I 
had known who destroy ther villages every two or three 
years, as the Red Indians also burn therr wig wams 

He was pleased to hear of such good sense, and we parted 
in great amity — Indeed, be had always shown himself 
startlingly polite and amable to me, as to everyone else, and 
with that charming memory of the finest mind now existing 
upon this earth, I must regretfully say farewell to his 
country, though I might have still so much besides farewell 
to say But the peril to which an Enghshman exposes 
himself when touching Ireland was agai made evident to 
me in 1927 For an mnocent aiticle of mme upon the 
political situation there stirred a Dublin correspondent of an 
American newspaper to such a pitch of fury that he poured 
out upon me nearly two columns of that eloquent vitupera- 
tion for which the Trish are so justly renowned, enlmmating 
in the opprobrious epithet of ** Liberal!" 

In September 1922, I was invited by the London School of 
Economies to accompany a large party of students and 
professors to Vienna, where I was to lecture at the University 
upon the Washmgton Conference I spoke zn a great hall to 
a crowded audience of men and women, who astonished me 
by lstenmg with obvious understanding, not only to my 
English but to my German as well, and next morning I 
received the honour of a long report in the Neue Mee 
Presse, and a description of my discourse as “ sympathisch 
und schlicht” the latter word mmplymg pretty much what 
our artists mean, by “shek” What Englsh audience of 
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such size could have hstened to a German speech with that 
understanding for a whole how ? But, mdecd, the strangest 
thmg about Vienna was the tenacity with which she clung 
to her ancient reputation for “ cultuie ” 

Austria was a decapitated o1 mutilated country Her 
hmbs had been hewn off by the atrocious Tieaty of 
St German, while the head continued to retain 1ts habitual 
smile Tn the Roman's fable, the belly Janguished when the 
members struck work, but here the head was isolated, not 
only from the members, but from the belly itself Vienna, 
so lately the capital of a great and diverse Empire, had now 
no visible means of subsistence She had not even money to 
eat, except the few pence that Jewish dealers fiom Holland 
doled out m exchange for ancestral jewels and works of 
art The Krone had sunk till a tram-fare had the nominal 
value of £40, and a few days later of £68 Bread at the 
nominal value of the Krone cost £190 a ponnd and it cost a 
woman £1600 to have her hair “wndulated”” Thrift had 
become à vice , speculation a virtue , and the good honest 
citizen who, by eating the bread of caiefulness so highly 
recommended by economists, had saved enough to hve in 
luxury upon £5000 a year till his life’s end, now discovered 
that for six weeks and no more could he live upon the bread of 
earefulness without butter, and then must die To this 
were reduced the officials on fixed mcomes, the pensioners, 
and the army officers lately so proud Tn an establishment, 
founded and endowed by the old Emperor for the widows of 
distinguished generals, sixty old ladies were trying their best 
to exist upon the purchasing value of 7s 6d a week between 
them I fonnd them starving and shivering in aristocratic 
silence, and but for the small and persistent aid of our 
English Quakers they would have starved and shivered out 
of this democratic world Tn a suburb just outside the city 
I talked with three elderly colonels who were building a 
house for themselves to the best of their military and aristo- 
cratic abihty, and I was amazed to see the walls of stones 
and mortar stand 
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Spealing of the city’s condition a wit deseribed it os 
“Hopeless but not serious”? Two forms of productive 
achvity “ill flomished At n stert corner one heard the 
censeless hum of the Government's puinting machines, by 
day and mght stulung off worthless notes to a value beyond 
astronomical calculation And whenever J returned from 
an excursion into the surrounding country, I was accom ' 
panied by crowds of men and women carrying knapsachs 
and baskets crammed with all the hindly earth’s produce 
that they had been able to grub or snatch from neighbouring 
farms and gardens Can à. minus quantity be counted asa 
lucrative occupation? lf so, thore was a third — for sll 
workers lived 1ont-free, the house-owners being only too 
glad if a tenant merely kept the houses from falling down, 8 
many fell 

Yet there 1s a cortam prestige m ancient grandeur that 
almost counts as credit even in a bankrupt city And 
Vienna was peculiarly rich in such prestige Here Marcus 
Aurelius shuffled off the coil of Empire, and here Western 
eivihsation turned the tide against the Turk and Slav 
Vienna possesses a prestige of mind as well for here was the 
homo of Haydn, Gluck, and Mozart Jere I could still vist 
the widely scattered houses in which Beethovon composed 
tho greatest music of the world Here I stood im the alley 
whero the melody of the “ Ständchen ” suddenly sprang 
up an Schubert’s mind while he was playing bowls And here 
still lived Freud, ever ready to console tho human heart by 
exposing noisome swamps of complexes and inhibition 
lying stagnant 1n 1t, equally foul and unsuspected 

Enshiouded in the grey mantle of anothor grandeur 
Vienna Jay before me It was an Imperial grandeur 
descended from the ages when her .Empero1 represented, 
not only the heritage of Rome, but God’s own temporal 
power here on earth When I remembered what wass 
implied in that tıtlo of “ Emperor,” the Spirits Iromc and 
the Spints of the Pities began to pervade the scene I felt 
them hovermg near as I wandered through the vast palaces 
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of the Burg and Schonbrunn, and gazed in melancholy 
astonishment at the mmterminable series of gilded passages, 
boudoir, reception-rooms, banqueting halls, *' studies " 
(used for some purpose, no doubt), chambers of mnrors, 
chambers of Chinese art, and bedrooms fitted with gilt 
and brocaded furniture, m the face of which I could never 
have ventured to wndress and hang up my clothes for the 
mght 

There was Maria Theresa’s own bed, vast m breadth 
beyond the dreams of matrimony (and indeed the poor 
woman had fifteen children to sport upon its counterpane) , 
there was her enormous clock, warranted to go three years 
without winding up the same time that an elephant 
goes with young, there was the little bed on which poor 
imprisoned L’Aiglon died, chid of such fond ambitions , 
there was the iron bed on which simple-hearted, stupid, 
nnfortunate, and venerable Franz Josef slept and died, 
hardly awakened even by the 1oar of the world-wide conflict 
which he had partly aroused while he nodded sleepily at his 
desk But to me the most ironic and pitiful of all were 
the pictures hangmg on nearly all the walls pictures of 
glorious battles long forgotten, and portraits of dehcate and 
exqmsitely dressed princes and pimcesses, all long forgotten, 
too, though once untouchable as Divmty Why! thereon 
Vienna I met in person a beautiful young woman who once 
was one of the seven httle girls appomted as a privilege to 
attend a little Archduchess, and to be whipped 1n turn when- 
ever the little Archduchess did anything to deserve a beating 

Even to enjoy that vicarious whipping one had to show 
six or eight quarterings on one’s scutcheon, without a single 
bar sinister, and the hne drawn between those who had 
entrance to Court (were Hoffalig) and those who had not 
was as rigid as the skirts of virtue — 16 seemed moredible 
that one man, one family, should have claimed so many 
rooms to hvem I suppose there were at least a thousand in 
both big palaces together, to say nothmg of the palaces 
scattered round the country and now all the pride and 
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glory had departed One palace storey was converted into 
an orphanage Other royal chambers were used for offices 
Common mortals, having no quarterings at all, and any 
amount of bars sinister, went ranging through the Imperial 
intimacies as through a muscum They wandered at ease 
among tho spacious gardens, so lately the scenes of Imperial 
revelries and arbored amours Even among the offspring - 
of sublime aristocracy itself, the men of title were working 
like other people, and the women were weeping, or working 
ioo 

But fiesh and hvely around me ran the Movement of 
Youth the Jugendbcwegung—whuch, on the mental and 
spiritual side, marked a severance from tradition quite as 
sharp as the political revolution It was a revolt against 
what Youth regarded as the untruthfulness of traditional 
religion and morality It owned many teachers, but 
perhaps the mfluence of Nietzsche was the strongest What 
Rousseau had been to Youth in tho eighteenth century, 
Nietzsche had become to Austria and to other German 
peoples then Nietzsche pioclaiming the love of Earth 
and Nature, the close and mediate contact with hfe 
(UmmattelbarLe:), and hatred of ‘“ that cold-hearted monster, 
the State,” with all its monstrous armies and detestable 
enomities The problem of Youth was to combine the 
development of personahty with high seivice to mankind 
* Oh, work for the good of Humamty!" I have heard 
Ethical Societies sing that precept as a kind of anthem in 
ther ritual How depressing, how antagonising 1:6 sounds! 
How near to despair 16 brings tho human listener |. And yet 
the Movement of Youth does not despair 

All that year (1922) I had been waiting every week for 
Massingham’s Nation, and for the Baltimore Sun, besides 
wilting several articles for the Jfanchester Guardian, and 
tucking bits of my book ito any interstices that journalism . 
offered During the summer my old friend and colleague 
i) adventure, H NN Brailsford, was wisely selected by the 
Independent Labour Party as editor for their projected 
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weekly, the New Leader wisely because no journalist had a 
finer perception of advanced Labour policy, or more accu ate 
knowledge of the European situation. By his own moive 
style and Is sensitive appreciation of the great arts, he 
quickly made it one of the most vital and interesting of 
weekhes a paper to be read not only by professedly Labour 
people, but by all men and women of intelligence , and that 
kmd of success was, I suppose, the mam reason why the 
executive committee of the ILP discharged hım from his 
position as editor four years after his first number appeared 
(in October, 1922)! But from that first number until the 
Party’s decree was issued against him (October, 1926), I 
wiote for hi paper almost every week whenever I was in 
England, so that, during its early months, what with the 
Nation, the Baltimore Sun, the New Leader, and a good deal of 
outside work, I was kept pretty busy For three “ middles ” 
a week are as much as anyone ought to undertake, since each 
“middle,” bemg a personal essay and to that extent 
artistic, must necessarily be more exhausting than several 
“ leaders ” 

But up to the very beginning of 1923, “ all went well,” 
as the reporters say of a tram or ship just before 16.18 wiecked, 
Then mdeed the crash came I was in Wales, and rather 
uritated with Massmgham for altermg an article I had 
wiitten for him on Matthew Arnold But it was only the 
usual journahstic irritation, and next week I sent him a 
phantasy on the fortunate appearance of Handel’s ghost 
to conduct a performance of his “ Samson” at Dolgelley, 
when the conductor had been delayed by a flooded stream 
I was doubtful about so unusual a subject, and all the more 
delighted when he returned the proof with the word “ Charm- 
mg" wiitten by bis own hand on the top From him any 
comphment was rare, but this one was characteristic For 
he was just ın the midst of the crisis that drove him from 


! I have served under many editors, and nearly all the very best have 
been deposed on account of the excellence Massingham (twice), 


A G Gardmer, Robert Donald, J A Spender, H N Brailsford, and Mrs 
HM Swanwick 
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ins high position as editor, and yet he found time to be 
gracious 

On the very next day (January 10th, 1923), L read without 
warning that he had been compelled to resign from the 
Nation The chief proprietors, a wealthy Quaker firm, 
appeared to him, and still appear to me, to have acted with a 
secretive diplomacy, wanting 1n the frank and open-hearted 
consideration due to the man who alone had created their 
paper and raised i6 to an unusual height of mfluence I 
need not enter into their private motives, partly financial, 
mainly, I think, personal But on public grounds they 
could plead political justification, for they were patriarchal 
Liberal capitalists on a big scale, and 1t had become obvious 
that Massmgham was beginning to despair of Laberalism 
under such leadership as then prevailed, or n part prevailed, 
and was tendmg morie and more decisively to the Labour 
cause Tn his fine estimate of Massmgham’s nature and 
genius, Bernard Shaw has witten on this pomt 


“ By sheer talent and character, Massingham had a 
pretty good run, not only as a journalist but as a martyr 
who always rose from his ashes with ludicrous promptitude 
and success What really handicapped him and yet helped 
him (all helps are handicaps, too) was that im his politics 
he was a transition journalist, and the transition was for 
him a development of Liberalism as the specifically proges- 
sive force m politics into Socialism as the next step ahead 

Now the Natron, though artistically and journalistically 
entirely a creation of Massmgham’s, was financed by 
Taberal money to be a Liberal organ , and he found for the 
third time that they who pay the prper will finally call the 
tune, however masterfully the piper may play "! 


Of course, that excuse holds good One cannot expect 
wealthy owners to continue paying for a paper and losmg 
money over it, no matter how wealthy they may be, when 
the pohey of their paper is gradually diverging from their 
Own Yet a paper is a kmd of public-house, and if the 


1CUH WM” A selection from his witings, with mtroductory essays 
by various friends and members of his Staff, pp 212, 213 (1925) 


^ 


HE IS COMPELLED TO RESIGN 275 


proprietors had owned a public-house (an incredible 
hypothesis, for I beheve most Quakers are teetotallers) and 
a clever manager had raised 1t to extraordmaiy emmence 
in the neighbourhood, would he not, m equity at least, have 
been able to claim some Tenant Right, some Compensation 
for Improvement, some Right of Option to Purchase ? It 
appears to me, who am no lawyer, that a man who has 
created a great paper and run it for sixteon years with 
extraordmary success, ought not to be flung aside hike a 
dirty rag, no matter how far he may be ın advance of the 
owners’ opmions What we who had worked on the Nation 
Staff m some cases, like my own, for the full sixteen years 

thought of the matter was proved when the whole number 
of us (with the exception of one hterary man, who had only 
lately jomed) resigned ım a body, to our great financial and 
personal loss 

More important, more disastrous, was the effect of the 
blow upon our editor himself H M Tomlinson, since famous 
as a descriptive writer, but for some years his assistant 
editor, and intimate with him to the last, has wiitten 


“Tf the Nation had been mine, I would not have changed 
it for a fleet of Shamrocks and the American cup I would 
have valued ıt at more than ten new bays to a factory 
There was not in the world, I used to magme fondly, 
another review of quite the distinction and quality of the 
Nahon, and certamly there was not one to equal 16 1n ats 
power to raise both furious enmity and grateful approval 
But the Liberals cast Massmgham because candour may be 
regarded as an uncomfortable shoe A cosy notion, for 
there are plenty of boot-shops But I know how the proof 
that he was not wanted shook him, m spite of his gay accept- 
ance of defeat . He did not want to go The Nation 
was his creation, but he had to leave 16 as though 16 were 
& grocer's shop and he was the retirmg manager Fis jokes 


, about 1b were outrageous But he was badly wounded, for 


he was as tender-hearted as a sentimental gir] It was 
assumed that he was hard, bright, and ruthless But one 
morning, after his severance was announced, I went into his 
room, and he stood at his desk brooding There were tears 
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m his eyes ‘Read that, he said, fiercely thrusting a 
letter at me It was from J L Garvm ‘I’ve spent my 
hfe for the Liberals, and here we are, and they don’t care 
But that man,’ he said, pomtmg to Garvin’s letter, ‘ I’ve 
gone out of my way to mock.’ ”’? 


The blow was fatal to that English heart, hard and bright 
as the emerald in outward seeming, but over-sensitive m its ` 
depths On April 28th, 1928, he parted from his Nation 
with the noble article called “‘ Vale,” and we of his Staff 
all contributed articles signed, and our last For some 
months he strove to mamtam his amazing buoyancy, wuiting 
for the Spectator and the Chirstian Science Monitor, and 
struggling with scraps of remmiscence But on opening 
the Northen Whig at Derry on my way from Letterkenny to 
Cushendun (August 29th, 1924), I saw hus sudden death 
announced, with am appreciation by T P O'Connor Till 
that day he had been present among us, and I could say to 
myself, **'T'hank God, one man hves who will always fight 
for the noble, the honourable, the unpopular cause whatever 
happens!” But now he had gone, leavmg the world duller 
and more exposed to the devastating atmosphere of the 
commonplace. 

He died at sixty-four, and to me who had known him as 
well as a member of a Staff can know his editor, and as an 
admirer can know one who always held aloof and remamed 
isolated m the depths of hus nature, it was not difficult to 
estimate the quahties which gave him his power, making 
him the object of so much devotion and so much obloquy. 
In brief they were an absolute smcenty, an meapacity to 
conceal lis real opinion , reliance upon conviction, regardless 
of Government tactics, Ministerial appeals, and popular 
outeries , an entire mdifference to worldly success, to all 
the tempting amenities of, Society, and the comfortable 
allurements of the mch and great , a vital rapidity of decision, 
1 “HWM,” pp 123-126 J L Garvin was then, and, happily, still 18 


(1928) editor of the Observer, a Sunday paper mainly devoted to supplymg 
the Umonist Party with brains 
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but a readiness to confess an error duo to mmpetuoua judg- 
ment, especially m estimating the value of the men he had 
valued too high. In his obituary notices much space was 
given to eulogies upon Ins vivid and trenchant stylo For 
myself, I have never bothered about a man's stylo. I 
seldom notice it wnless 16 1s bad. What I do notico is tho 
man revealed beneath the style the man who 1s tho style 
Of course, Massingham wrote well He could not help it, 
being what he was so passionate, 50 sensitive, so indignant at 
cruclty and injustice, so perceptive of all beauty, whether 
of sound or sight or sense and so humorous besides It was 
his nature to write well When Oscar Wilde was called 
upon to wonder at the Niagara Falls, he retorted. “The 
wonder would be if they did not fall” The wonder would 
have been if Massingham hed wniten badly But at was as 
an editor that he stood supreme, and for one great editor 
I could any day find good writers thick as a wilderness of 
monkeys.? 


! Other accounts of Macancham and my relation to him mng bo found 
in Changes and Chane: s,” e-pecially pp. 186, 157. andain “More Changes 
Moro Chances," especially pp. 216 to 222 
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“VAE VICTIS VAE VICTORIBUS | " 


“ Paty 1s a rebel pasnon Its hand 2 against the strong, against the 
organised force of soctety, against conventional sanctions and accepted Gods 
It 1s the Kengdom of Heaven within us fighting against the brute powers of 
the world, and 2t 18 apt to have those qualitics of unreason, of contempt for 
the countmg of costs and the balancing of sacrificcs, of recklessness, and 
even, wn the last resort, of ruthlessness, which so often marl. the paths of 
heavenly things and the dongs of the children of light It brings not peace, 
but a, sword " 


GILBERT MURRAY Introductory Note to his translation of tho 
** 'Troades "' 


HAVE often wondered which man has most nearly 
T the utmost height of human happimess 

Sometimes I have inclmed to fix on one, sometimes on 
another a great composer conducting his own symphony, 
a great dramatist witnessing his own drama, a great architect 
watchmg his temple rise, a great scientist discovermg the 
cause of malaria or eaplormg the origms of mankmd. But 
after long hesitation I have concluded that the man who 
has really been the happiest m all human history was M 
Pomearé durmg the year 1928 Happiness hes in the 
fnifilment of function, the conquest of drfficulties, the 
satisfaction of destre M Poincaré’s function was statecraft, 
which he fulfilled, his difficulty was England, which he 
overcame , his desire was the rum of Germany, which he 
accomplished When at the end of that year he rested from 
his labours and his works followed him, was ever happiness 
to be compaied with his ? 

From the first, fate smiled upon his purpose Early 
m 1922 he had succeeded M Briand as Premier and Foreign 
Secretary Throughout that year England was much 
occupied with her own affairs and her Government’s failures 
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Largely owing to Mr. Lloyd George's entire 1gnorance of the 
relative fighting powers of Greeks and Turks an ignorance 
which anyone who had been present with Greeks and Turks 
in wartime could instantly have dispelled the ramshackle 
Greek armies had been driven from Asia Minor with over- 
whelmmg loss, followed by the hideous massacre at Smyrna 
(September, 1922) The power of Turkey, which Allenby 
seemed to have overthrown, revived so strongly that war 
with England might well have resulted but for the mibtary 
and diplomatic skill of General Harmgton m the autumn of 
the yea, supported by vigorous Opposition at home and 
inthe Dommions Our Coahtion Government broke, and a 
General Election returned Mr Bonar Law as Prime Minister 
under a pledge of “tranquillity” On the Reparations 
Commission, set up by Versailles with almost absolute 
powers over German finance and economic hfe, France held 
the Chairmanship and, with the backing of Belgium, a steady 
majority No account was taken of the disagreement or 
abstention of Sir John Bradbury, the Biitish. representative 
upon the Commission. The German offers of free labour and 
material for restormg the devastated regions m Northern 
France were rejected under the mfluence of the French 
contractors, who naturally wished to retam the lucrative 
jobs ın thew owu hands From the middle of the year, 
when an International Conference on reparations broke down 
owing to the French opposition to all compromise, M 
Pomecaré began repeating his dogma that only by the 
occupation of the Ruhr could reparations be secured and the 
“will to pay ” be enforced upon the German mmd 
Tn the last week of December, 1922, the Reparations 
Commnssion (the British representative dissenting) reported 
“voluntary default ” i German deliveries of timber, paving 
stone, and a small percentage of coal The French Iron- 
masters’ Association (Comité des Forges) redoubled them 
insistence upon the Rinhr occupation, because by the hoped- 
for extra supply: of free coal and coke, they could crush 
German rivalry and destroy the competition of English 
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coal and iron, which, owing to the free supphes of reparations, 
were already suffermg ın the same manner as British ship- 
bmldmg That process had begun which led The Tomes to 
wte later on (November 28, 1923), that “the French can 
drive British steel and metallurgical products out of every 
neutral market, and swamp our home markets” Yet it 
was not merely the impending loss to vital branches of our 
commerce and manufacture that roused the opposition of 
all parties in the countiy, and every important newspaper 
but one or perhaps two It was agaist the illegality and 
nnwisdom of the Pomcaré policy that the nation protested, 
and if at that time the Prime Minister had spoken with the 
energy displayed by Lord Curzon as Foreign Secretary m 
the following summer (especially 1n the Note to France and 
Belgium, of August 11th), i6 18 possible'that the crime 
would never have been perpetrated 

Unhappily, Mr Bonar Law, pledged to tranquillity, and 
already perhaps conscious of the physical weakness that led 
to lus resignation in the following May, was not strong enough 
to overcome M Pomcearé’s determmation at the Paus 
Conference of the first week im January The French Premier, 
almost without a thought, rejected his suggestions of & 
moratorium and definite fixture of the reparation sum, 
and then poor Mr Bonar Law retired to London with a 
feeble promise of “benevolent neutrality’ towards an 
action which he himself and nearly the whole of his country 
condemned It was as though a villa resident should say, 
“T really disapprove of your intention to kill our neighbour, 
though I did have a serious quarrel with him lately But if 
you msist upon the murder please go ahead You may 
climb my garden wall to do 15, and I will look the other way ”’ 
So M Pomecaré accepted the “ruptme corale” with 
mdifferent gratitude, chmbed the garden wall, and com- 
mitted the murder at leisure ! 


1 See “ Right and Wrong in the Ruhr Valley” a Study of the Legal 
Aspect of the Occupation (1923), and “The Ruhr, the History of the 
French Occupation, 1ts Meanmg and Consequences,” by Joseph Kmg 
(1924) 
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Fis hands being free M Poincaré wisely struck quickly 

and hard. On Janua:y lth, the French mvaded the 
Ruhr with oveewhelmmg mubtay force machme guns, 
infantry, cavalry, armoured cars, followed by tanks, heavy 
guns, aeroplanes, and all other equipment of war. The 
pretence was the protection of certam technicians, engineers, 
and customs officers there engaged ın perfect safety, but 
M Pomcaré’s object was no such petty and transient an 
affar hs desire was the rum and depopulation of a 
country already defeated, nearly' rmmed, and reduced to 
extremity by war, sickness, and famme While the old 
enemy was weak, disarmed, poverty-stricken, and isolated, 
he resolved to strike once more and make an end. Happy 
in opportumty, he saw that no one was able or willing 
to interrupt his purpose America gathered her skitts 
about her, threatened to withdraw her troops from the 
Rhme, and did so at once There was a party m 
England which called upon our Government to do the same, 
but, fortunately, better counsels prevailed and the small 
British force remained, standing m the opmion of all 
Germans as thew one hope of justice. Otherwise, M 
Pomearé felt himself able to follow out the fine old-fashioned 
way of dealing with an enemy when he is down, and by 
attacking a helpless peoplem peace-time with all the resources 
of the greatest army in the world, he conceived himaelf 
able to accomphsh his desire with extraordinary and rapid 
success I often wished that I had been a French 
poltician myself, so that I might rejoice in the spectacle I 
then witnessed But my part was the humbler one of 
moreasmg M. Poincaré's happmess by recordmg the extent 
of his trimmph. 

At the end of January, I was sent to wate upon the 
conditions in great cities of Germany outside the Ruhr, 
where the Manchester Guardian had an excellent corres- 
pondent m F A Voigt, a pupil of J. G Hamilton m 
journahsm Accordingly I went straight to Berm I had 
not been there smce the day when war was declared and 


282 “VAE VICTIS VAE VICTORIBUS!” 


interminable crowds swarmed to and fro “ Unter den 
Linden,” shouting “Dre Wacht am Rhem,” “ Deutschland 
uber Alles," and other national songs, or cheering the Kaiser, 
the Crown Prince, and every knot of soldiers that passed to 
the front in the new field-grey uniform. I now remembered 
that on that occasion, after I had been dragged to the 
chief Police Office amid the onslaughts of a violently hostile 
crowd, a colleague of mine, pointing to the Brandenburger 
Tor, whispered to me, “Some day we shall enter there as 
victors!” It was a darmg prophecy, but now, as I entered 
that gateway again, I suppose I could have called myself a 
victor if I had cared to be mean, mhuman, and ridiculous 

The city lay before me as an example of human mutability 
and the world’s transitory glories. No shouting crowds, 
no national songs , not a thought of the Kaiser or the 
Crown Prince , poverty and hunger in place of prosperity, 
destitution in place of enjoyment, Chancellor, generals 
and admirals, all gone , not a soldier to be seen , a military 
nation disarmed, an imdustrious and mventive people 
lying passive at the so-called mercy of an rmplacable enemy 

I do not know where in the world’s history one could find 
a parallel to so overwhelming an overthrow, so complete a 
reversal of fortune, and in so short a time 

As in Vienna, the professional classes were rmned When 
people are hungry, they cease to pay for art or music or 
learning or law or rehgion or even medıcme Food ıs the 
only thing that counts Here, too, as there, thrift had 
become a thoughtless imprudence, and “ mdependent 
incomes ”’ had faded to nothmgness I was pitiful, wherever 
I went among German cities, to hear of distingmshed, bard- 
working, and highly educated men and women living as 
long as they could by selling thei bits of possessions, and, 
when the last was sold, turnmg on the gas or cutting ther 
throats One day I mvited an emment man who had been 
German Ambassador in various Courts to lunch at my little 
hotel, and prepared the very best that eapenditure could 
supply thick soup, real beef-steak, potatoes, real jam, 
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real bread and butter, beer up to strength, and coffee real 
coffee His purely physical enjoyment of the food and drink 
was enough to make the angels weep It was pitiful to 
thmk that the hand of Joy was already at its lps biddmg 
adieu, and that within a few hours all that ecstasy would 
become but a fading remembrance 

There were four of us, and I suppose the entertainment 
cost nearly half a crown a head At that time (February, 
1923) the mark had only begun 1ts abysmal descent, but the 
relation of wages to food prices was the only thing that 
mattered, or that ever matters much Tn the factories of 
Berlm and other cities I found wages runnmg from 14,000 
to 36,000 marks a week Where coal mimes had not sus- 
pended work as “‘ passive resistance,” the average was about 
24,000 A builder who used to get 40 gold marks a week 
(£2) now got 48,000, worth about 6 shillings A printer 
gave the same amounts A tram-conductor put the pur- 
chase value of his wages at 4 gold marks a week Margarme 
was everywhere taken as the standard of value, and the 
price of margarme shifted around 6000 marks a ponnd. 
A German mmer thus had to work a day and a half to earn 
8 pound of margarme, which an English mmer might have 
earned in ‘half-an-hour Rationed bread was 650 marks the 
4lb loaf, but only one loaf a week was allowed per family, 
and unrationed bread, which at first cost 1200 marks a loaf, 
was rising beyond calculation after the French invasion 
Milk, being 750 marks the htre, was beyond hope, sausage 
was almost as remote, and fresh meat no worker ever thought 
of Coal cost 60 marks the pound, and people stayed 1n bed 
to keep warm Tn the workpeople’s houses I found no 
sheets, and hardly any bedclothes or underclothmg Boots 
cost 35,000 marks the pair, and children sold their shoes and 
went barefoot Children of eight or nme looked hke cinldren 
of five or six, and tuberculosis was rapidly mcreasing 
German economists told me the country mght support 
forty millions on her own resources, without much industrial 
or foreign trade The surplus of twenty-five millions was 
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being exterminated , tho total population would thus «ink 
below the level of the French, and a vital point m M 
Poincaré’s desires would be securely gained 

Hunger and wictchedness similarly prevailed in Leipzig, 
where I stayed on my way to Chemnitz, a centre of smallish 
industries, chiefly textile There the women were working 
the “ clocks ” upon socks or stockings at two dozen a day for 
one-third of a pound of margatine, and stitching “ fabric 
gloves” at about six pounds of margarme a week The 
‘fabric ” of the gloves was made of cotton, wrought up to 
such quality that any layman would have taken ıt for the 
finest doeskin And, as so ofton happens, its excellence 
was is 1mn , for in the previous year (July Ist), our 
Government had excluded the gloves by a high protective 
tariff, apparently because no English maker could rival 
ther quality Mr Asquith had protested in the name of 
Free Trade and tho people who actually wanted the better 
gloves, but Mr Asquith was a Liberal and did not count 

Then from the hostile frontic:s of what had once been 
friendly Bohemia, I turned back into the region of the 
Thuringenwald, so mtimately familiar to me forty years 
before? It is always dangerous to revisit any scene after a 
long mterval It is sure to duce softening regrets and 
melancholy reflections, all the worse 1f memory brings 
with ıt a sorrow’s clown of sorrow Yet I havo heard 
people wish to 1cturn to this world many years after death, 
just to see how things are going on, or perhaps to feel what 
1t 1s hke to be forgotten If they wish to try the experiment, 
16 1s not difficult They need only have been at a University 
and have lived sixty yeais in all quite common conditions 
Let them ieturn to the University after forty years and the 
thing 1s done The generations of University life are s0 
brief that after forty years one may look upon a world once 
known, with ten or twelve generations added One has by 
that tıme become a blessed ghost, and can wande: about, 
unknown and almost unseen One peers nto a world that 18 


1 Soo “ Changes and Chances,” chapter VI 
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new, and yet comprehensible. Against a background of 
half-remembered associations, such as always throw a 
benign radiance over the past, one may watch the course of 
hfe still moving onward without a pause, and without one’s 
presence After all, the experience is really encouraging 

Neatly forty years had passed since I was a student in 
Jena, and, for the first time since then, I was visiting the 
scene again Not a hving creature remembered me, or even 
remembered the years that I was there Except, perhaps, 
the withered old horse which contrived to crawl with me 
from the station to the Black Bear Hotel, where ow gayest 
and most luxumous spirits used once to revel in beer 
With his whitened eye, that agemg horse did seem to 
recognise à coeval , for, 1n pity for hus age, he alone had been 
spared when all his companions were sacrificed to the eapenso 
of fodder But Haeckel had gone tho great Haeckel, 
Rector of the University, whose lectures I always attended, 
not that I knew anythmg about morphology, but simply in 
admiration of Ins fine personahty and cheerful manner 
The philosopher Liebmann had gone, to solve, as I hoped, 
those metaphysical problems that he failed to solve for mo 
The Professor of Literature, whose very name I had for- 
gotten, had gone, except that some sentences of his admir- 
able lectures on Goethe still hngered m my mind. Old 
Karl Zeiss, the great optician, had gone, and so had us son, 
to whom I once taught Enghsh, though the Zeiss spirit 
Imgered 1m the vast optical factory know. throughout the 
world for the perfection of its lenses. 

The genus of Zeiss and his partner, Ernest Abbe, who 
founded the sem-socialistic Stiftung for the benefit of 
ther workmen and the whole town, had transformed the 
surroundings of the beautiful old place ^ Villas and model 
dwellings had spread far up the valleys and the fambar 
hills the Fuchs Thurm, where we kindled the beacon 
fires on St. John's Eve, the Forst, which i5 was thought 
an almost heroic exertion for students to chmb ; the 
idylhe Ziegenhain village, famed for its “white beer ” i 
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and the Landgrafenberg, up which Napoleon marched his 
Grand Aimy of 85,000 men in the French invasion that 
preceded M Poincaré’s The old grey budge over the Saale, 
under which I used to shoot on timber rafts, had given place 
to a wide structure of yellow stone, and the little mn across 
the river, where Goethe wrote the “ Erlkonig,” was obscured 
A large new bmiding, also of yellow stone, had been added 
to the University, but the old burdmg still served, as did 
an ancient house where I lodged as a student 

In those days I never supposed I should some day come to 
lecture mn the fambhar University rooms , but I had hardly 
arrived when the '* Lector " m modern English invited me 
to speak to lus students in my own tongue, and they 
appeared to understand all I said Some of them were 
women, and there were no women students in my time, 
though Haeckel once told me of his difficulty ın excluding 
a Russian woman who insisted upon studying medicine 
Now there were about 500 women out of the 2700 students, 
and most of them studied medicine Of the men, the great 
majority took one branch or other of the vast subject 
called ‘‘ Philosophy,” which includes Natural Science A 
good many studied Law, a good many Medicme Only 
about seventy took Theology In his openmg sohloquy, 
Faust says with a sigh 

** Habe nun, ach t Philosophie, 
Jwristerer und Medizin, 


Und leider auch Theologe 
Durchaus studrert, mat herssem Bemuhn " 


That “lede ”?” “ More’s the pity!” appeared to be an 
opinion shared by the students of to-day 

The student Clubs or Societies were still maimtamed, for 
to make a Veren 18 as natural to the Germans as making 
a committee 1s to the Enghsh There were the Corps with 
their red, blue, or variegated caps, still practising duelling 
with the pointed foils, still forbidden by law, as 1b always 
was But xt was I who had the glory of mtroducmg the 


first real football there, mm place of a leather bag stuffed wth 
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straw, and 1m Weimar, ten miles away, it was T who mtro- 
duced tenms Both were practised with great success by 
the Jena students until the recent disasters reduced the whole 
country to poverty, and under the stress of poverty even the 
members of fashionable Corps were now working with their 
hands to pay the University expenses, small as those were. 
Nearly all worked m the Long Vacation, and most mn 
Term-trme besides too exhausting a scheme of hfe, I 
thought, as m the American Universities, but likely to pro- 
mote sympathy with workmg people. The majority of 
students were, of course, Nationalists, and their party had 
naturally mereased since the French invasion had taught 
them that all the promises held out before the Armistice 
went for scraps of paper, and nothing but violence could 
avail ın the world At the same time, I was amazed to read 
placards on the University doors announemg meetings of the 
* Academic Democratic Workmen’s Umon,” and even of 
the “ German Pacifist Students’ Club!” 

In Goethe’s Weimar, too, I walked once more hand m hand 
with the man who had been so long my master and intimate 
daily frend As we visited agam his simple Gartenhaus 
beside the wintry park, and watched the httle Um still 
running dark and swift as when “ many an immortal song " 
rose from its banks , gazed at the bronze statue of himself 
and his friend, standmg with clasped hands m front of bus 
old theatre, we continued to converse together, ** as speaks 
one ghost to another ghost" I know the worst that can 
be said agamst Goethe lus diffusion of mterest, his barren. 
wastes of dnilness, lus lack of self-criticism, his frequent 
failure to conclude as he had begun Never mmd! He was a 
man after my own heart, and, wnless I go all the way back 
to Socrates, I have not met another ghost with whom I so 
gladly consort 

Tn Womar, too, I saw agamn the old dwellng place of poor 
Herder, whose services to hterature and thought I, m my 
youth, attempted, quite vainly, to recall! And m hs 

1 Seo “ Herder and his Times ” (1884) 
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church close by, T saw the hnge private pew or box of the 
famous Grand Dukes, always empty now but still preserved 
as a syinbol of transitory things So was the Giand Ducal 
Schloss, in front of which no body guard now stood ready to 
form in hne and present arms when tho cry “Heraus!” 
preluded tho approach of Grand Ducal blood It was 
all encowaging, and yet one could not cscape a certain 
sadness, as when one penetrates the tomb of an Egyptian 
queen 

Moie encouraging still was a vast worhing-men’s meeting 
that I attended in Magdeburg. I had visited the ancicnt 
citadel, into the cells and barrack-rooms of which Verzailles 
and the League of Nations had crammed wretched refugee 
families from Posen and Upper Silesia I had hstened long 
to the hopes and fears of Oberprásident Horsting, who had 
risen from tho labour of an ironsmith to the labour of 
governing the province Then one evening I went to the 
Work men's Hall to hear Graf Hellmuth von Gerlach, leader 
of the German Pacifists, as he still is (1928) He spoke well 
for over an hour, but more interesting to me was the strong 
protest of a veteran officer, who appealed to German 
feeling, German national pride, German history, and all 
that could move the German heart, never, never to attempt 
negotiations with the treacherous French again, but 
to endure passively in the sure and certain hope that 
German honour would at some time be vindicated by 4 
resurrection Graf von Gerlach, violently pacific. thereupon 
rushed at the speaker on the platform The chairman, who 
had lost one arm in the war, dragged the ardent patriot 
back to his chair, and amid the wild shouting of the audience, 
he was hustled from the binlding Rather needlessly, as I 
thought, for he was but a good old officer, all of the good old 
time From Hamburg, to which many directors of the Ruhr 
mines and factories had removed so as to escape the violence 
and imprisonment by which the French hoped to break dow 
the policy of passive resistance, I was obliged to return to 
London, where I could more freely congratulate M Pomearé 
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upon his success m biangmg 1um upon his foes, as well as 
upon ourselves, who had been his friends 
Throughout that summer (1923), when M Pomcaré s 
trumph was at its height, I feared that my services in 
acclaYmmg bis success were af an end è For L was kept 
quietly at home, biddmg an mdignant farewell to the Nation 
wmder its new auspices, wiitmg for Brailsford’s New Leader 
and the Balixmore Sun, bringing out my “Changes and 
Chances,” visitmg once more with mtense interest the 
castles and ancient churches along the Welsh Marches, and 
moving about m a partially pacified Ireland Meantime 
M Pomcaré was advancing from glory to glory Tn the hope 
of breaking down the passive resistance in the Ruhr, one 
Burgermeister of 1ts cities after another was fined and 
imprisoned for terms of years On Easter Eve (March 31) 
French troops entered the Krupp works, and fired upon a 
peaceful crowd of the workers, knlling fourteen and wounding 
sixty Ata trial of the Krupp directors enormous fines were 
imposed, and some were sentenced to ten years’ imprison- 
ment, others to fifteen The Ruhr and Rhimeland were 
encircled by French outposts, and a customs barrier estab- 
lished between occupied and unoccupied Germany. The 
comphecated railway system m the Ruhr was taken over by 
the French, and the skitled German railway servants were 
dismissed and exiled, their places beng taken by French- 
men, who could not work the Imes. Over 17,000 men, 
women, and children depending on railway work were 
thus thrown upon the rest of Germany without work or 
lvehhood Schools m the Ruhr were requisitioned, teachers 
expelled, and nearly 130,000 children deprived of the 
education which Germans estimate so highly. Over 5000 
German workmen were imprisoned, many flogged and 
starved A rigid curfew was imposed Barbed-wire entangle- 
ments were erected ronnd the Ruhr district, and no one 
allowed to pass on pain of death, without special and rare 
permission Banks were openly plundered Brothels, 


with a suitable number of women, were ordered to be supplied 
U 
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for the French troops in the cities, and other supplies 
requisitioned German and English Inberal papers were 
rigidly excluded, the Manchester Guardian being, of course, 
among the number 

_ Finally, the Separatist Movement for the forcible creation 
of a Rhineland Republic was encouraged by tho French 
authorities to the utmost of their power Hardened 
crimmals were raked from the German gaols , bullies wore 
collected from notorious brothels, every species of scoundrel 
was enlisted, armed, and paid to resist the German police 
and the indignant population, the French troops coming to 
the assistance of the Separatists whenever they were m 
difficulties Trado stopped. All Europe suffered — Next to 
Germany herself, England perhaps suffered most Speaking 
in the House of Commons at the end of February, Mr 
Bonar Law had called tho Ruhr “ the jugular vein of German 
ndustry” M Pomcearé durmg the summer succeeded in 
cutting the vein, and the enemy was bleeding to death But 
upon his former Allies, the victors in the war, a slow death 
was approaching, too The German mark by mid-September 
had fallen to 1,250,000,000 to the £1 sterling, and it was still 
to fall lower What trade was possible with the German 
people 2 Where were reparations to come from? Even 
international thieving could not serape them up. . 

By the end of September M. Poincaré was able to congratu- 
late himself upon accomplishing another feat. he was 
kilmg off the enemy's population For the third quarter 
of 1923 the infant mortality of Germany rose 21 per cent 
m comparison with the 1ate of the same quarter in the 
previous year, while the birthrate dropped 15 per cent Ín 
face of all these evidences of success, 16 was no wonder that 
M Pomearé contemptuously disregarded the strong Notes 
of protest forwarded to him by Lord Curzon in July, and 
again, in still stronger terms, on August llth This 
“ slaughter of the mnocents ”’ hastened the political victory: 
for, overwhelmed by the utter rum of the people m trade, 
ım hvehhood, and m hfe, towards the end of September 
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(the 26th) the German Government, under the firm influence 
of Herr Stresemann, declared passive resistance at an end 
and the French Premiei’s triumph reached its height 
Tt was tiue that, speakmg in London just fow weeks later, 
General Smuts used the ommous words  '* Four or five 
years ago they were singing their songs of victory, to-day 
they were all victor and vanquished alike marching to 
certain and mevitable defeat’? But M Pomecaré and his 
scanty supporters m England raised again the hymn of 
praise, the Ze Dewm of their trmmph, and 1f the destruction 
of a helpless enemy 1n peace time can be accounted a tummph 
their exultant strams were justified 

Suddenly, at the end of October, I was enabled to add my 
voice to the pxans of the French victory, for the Manchester 
Guardian sent me to “the occupied area’ m Germany m 
place of Cecil Sqmre Sprigge, who was anxious to return 
home Tn Cologne I found a distinguished little band of 
correspondents Sprigge himself awaiting my arrival, 
always alert, perceptive, an excellent hnguist, and coura- 
geous, as he has since proved when seiving the same great 
paper in Rome under the Fascists , my old colleagues, George 
Renwick, Beach Thomas and Percival Philips (French in 
sympathy, so far as he had sympathy at all, and did not 
maintain the detached indifference of the Epicurean gods) , 
and Colonel Kennard, formerly of the 5th Dragoon Guards, 
but lately transformed by Christian Science mto a character 
as different as can be smagmed from the typical military 
man; he was then acting as correspondent for the Montor, 
so admirable a paper, and so difficult to serve For The 
Temes I found an mdependent and enterprismg man, G E R 
Gedye, who soon afterwards gamed high reputation by 
exposing the behaviour of the F'rench and their Separatists 
in the Palatinate And lastly, as a new and welcome figure 
among us correspondents, there was Evelyn Sharp, working 
for the Daily Herald, with all her passionate understanding 
of the “ human side ” of war 


Tt was indeed a state of war, 1f that can be called a war m 
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which, to 1mitate the Horatian adage, “ you beat, and I am 
beaten " ‘Even the British force centralised at Cologne was 
almost besieged To the comfoit of all Germans, it still 
maintained 11s position there under Sir Alexander Godley, 
and upheld its fine reputation for justice, good-nature, and 
decent behaviour From our circumscribed sphere all 
Separatists were carefully excluded, and within its limits 
none of the exactions enforced by the Fiench m the Ruh 
was piactıised But our frontiers were suriounded by French 
and Belgian outposts, and our authorities, both mulitary 
and civil, hved in perpetual fear of finding oui supplies and 
communications cut The open support of the Separatists 
by Fiance with money and arms made even General Godloy 
doubt whether a Rhine Republic was not now imevitable 
and, what was more omimous, even the stalwart Burger- 
meister Adenauer was shaken, and began to question whether 
it might now bo worth while to purchase peace by some tem- 
porary agreement with the common enemies of hus country 

It seemed to me just possible that France might have 
gamed her pomt of erecting a Government under her own 
influence along the length of the Rhine, if only she had not 
enlisted foi her purpose such an mtolerable pack of 
scoundrels At Duren on the road to Aachen (Aix) I found 
a gang of them in possession, supported by French Moroccan 
tioops, issmng thousands of false notes, nominally on French 
credit, and strongly foitifying themselves, because, as one 
of their leaders frankly admitted, they had ''the whole 
population " agaist them At Aix the Separatists were 
defended by Belgian troops with machine-guns, and in ther 
defence some of the German police had been killed a day or 
two before Here, too, as ın Cologne, I found the British 
name wmnmg popularity, chiefly owing to the courageous 
energy of our Vice-Consul, Mr Faen, who, by ‘his own 
acconnt, appeared to have sprung from the blood of nearly 
all European races, but m the end declared himself Irish 

In Trier, the ancient Roman city on the Moselle, the 
Separatists had hoisted their green, white, and red flag on 
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the Rathaus, and when the populace tried to remove it, the 
French officers ordered the Spahis to charge the crowd The 
French garrison numbered 20,000, all Africans with the 
exception of a few French officers, some were Algerians, some 
Moroccans, or what the people called “ Arabs " Most of them 
were infantry, but a largeforce of cavalry, known as '' Spahis," 
swaggered about n large and flowing scarlet robes, wearmg 
a peeuhar head-dress with a round, white dome on the top, 
for which reason the people called them ‘‘ Beehives.” A 
few pitch-black Senegalese completed the ervihsmg forces, 
and, at the demand of the French authorities, fifty special 
brothels had been supplied for the comfort of the Africans. 
The girls detailed for this service were Germans, French, and 
Luxemburgers, and every Saturday afternoon the repre- 
sentatives of French civilisation waited ın long queues out- 
side the fifty doors 

The Burgermeister of Tner and 8000 citizens had been 
expelled to wander away destitute into the nnoccupied parts 
of their country, the French retainmg all their furniture for 
use or sale Close upon half the working population were 
"nemployed (over 4000 out of 10,000) The starvation was 
so sharp that I found a captain’s widow going from house to 
house, begging not for potatoes, but for potato parmgs. All 
English Liberal papers were excluded, and from the other 
papers Mr Baldwin’s speech agamst Separatism was care- 
fully cut out No word ın favour of England was permitted, 
and censorship was enforced by gangs of cut-throat Separatists 
who attacked the journalists with revolvers and broke up 
the printmg plant For the enjoyment of all these blessings 
the French exacted from the city a weekly payment of 
180,000 French francs 

At Coblentz I called upon Lord Kilmarnock, our repre- 
sentative upon the Rhineland Commission, which had its 
head-quarters there Natural diplomacy held him silent 
upon the action of France in defying our country’s dissent, 
but he openly praised the Belgians for having just withdiawn 
their support of the Separatists m Aix Close beside his 
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office was tho Separatist head-quarters in the old Schloss, 
and theie I had some converse with their leader Matthes, a 
powerful and 1emorseless person, born to lead scoundrels, 
and leading them with obvious offect About ten days later, 
furthor up tho Rhino, I found the beautiful old town of Ander- 
nach lying dead under the invasion of Separatists, who had 
fallon upon her less than a month before, had plundered the 
shops, stolon the motors, slaughtered the oxen and pigs, 
annexed the coal, and stopped the factories By the Rhine- 
land Commission the beating of arms had been prohibited, 
but the Separatist “ Commissar ” openly told me that at 
least ten per cent of his followers were fully armed, and no 
one cared what the English on the Commission said about it 
Who then supplied the arms ? Every child in the Rhineland 
knew 

At the Separatist head-quarters i was informed that 
throughout the town and neighbourhood absolute tian- 
qmilhty prevailed A few provisions had been requisitioned, 
but what then? Young men must live, and they had paid 
for everything with signed promises, as every army does on 
the march The Commissar and his pseudo-Burgermeister 
were grieved to the heart to hear that everyone m the town 
had been thrown out of work , for they boasted themselves 
philanthropists and democrats of an advanced type In 
proof of their solicitude for humamty they had set the 
unemployed to work at cutting down trees upon a neigh- 
bouring hill Always anxious to discover a solution for 
unemployment (the most difficult problem before my own 
country), I proceeded to the scene of this economic experi 
ment, and watched the poor creatures professional men, 
shopkeepers, and factory hands sawing at any tree-trunk 
that came handy, begmmnmg three or four feet from the 
giound, where sawing was eastie1, and at last pushing the 
tree down, so as to leave a stump with long and jagged 
splinters I remembered the shattered woods of Thiepval 
and iecognised that the’ results of philanthropic labour 
very closely 1esembled the 1esults of war 
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But badly as the Rhine fared, the Ruhr fared worse One 
might compare the Ruhr district to our Black Conntry, but 
15 1s larger m extent, bemg a rough ellipse, some thirty-five 
miles one way by twenty-five the other — Within the ellipse 
there 1s still a good deal of agricultural land, and one comes 
upon old-fashioned German villages with wooden houses 
and high-pitched roofs, where peasants still cultivate their 
bits of field The Ruhr river itself, which meanders through 
low hills along the southern part of the district, till 16 issues 
into the Rhine at Ruhrort, 1s not a foul and sluggish stream, 
like the rivers in our own manufacturing counties, but to 
the end remains clean and swift, as a mountain river should 
be « 

Othei wise, there 18 not much charm about the region, and 
no prettiness Like the Black Country or parts of Yorkshire 
and Lancashire, 1t 1s one of those nnhappy districts where 
man has made a desolation and called 1t wealth Chimneys, 
pit-stacks, and factories rise wherever one looks, and in 
peace-time the air 1s heavy with smoke by day, and at 
night from hundreds of furnaces one sees spectral flames 
pouring out Mines and factories are connected by a compli- 
cated system of railways Some ofthe works have '' colomes ” 
or model villages for their workpeople Schools and hospitals 
are organised as only Germany will. The workers themselves 
come of a tough and mdependent stock, proud of their 
works, rather contemptuous of other people who cannot 
show such a quantity of mines, factories, and smoke, and, 
like Yorkshiremen, they hke to keep themselves to 
themselves 

While I was in Essen and the other chief cities of the 
district, 95 per cent of the mines were idle, and the factories 
and railways hardly worked at all Passive resistance had 
ceased some weeks before, but the skilled Westphahans had 
been extled or imprisoned, and the substitutes mported from 
France, Poland, Belgium, and Czecho-Slovakia could not 
understand the mmes or factories, still less the railways 
It was a marvel that, through Essen at the heart of the 
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district the French now succeeded 1n passing 8 per cent of 
the former passenger trams, and 3 per cent of the goods 
trains All along the Jines trucks stood in hundreds rotting, 
and if they had been originally loaded with earth or straw 
or vegetables, they showed a fine crop of grass and weeds 
on the top They looked like little gardens, and a long row 
of them beside the mam street to the station at Essen 
daily delighted my sense of the picturesque Goods, 
however, had been known to reach Berhn in ten days, and 
our Vice-Consul, having to travel by train owing to a weight 
of luggage, succeeded ın making Essen from Cologne (about 
40 miles) m ten hours Having exiled the experienced 
railwayinen, the French smce the cessation of passive 
resistance had allowed about one-fifth of them to return 
It was a sign of grace 

Tn passmg through Dusseldorff one day on my way to 
Essen, I saw the people stormmg the provision shops and 
fimgmg everything out upon the streets Tn Essen itself 
that day, the entrances to the poorest quarters and to the 
Krupp works were blocked with French troops, armoured 
cars, machme-guns, and all Shots were fired, apparently on 
both sides, and two workmen were killed on the spot, 
twenty wounded A crowd had been demanding relief or 
higher wages, but no one knew what relief or wages might 
be worth from hour to hour One Wednesday I got only 
600,000,000,000 marks to the pound sterlmg The following 
Monday I got 2,200,000,000,000 A woman at mght would 
think she had enough mihons of marks to buy a pound of 
potatoes next morning, but when morning came she might 
have only enough for half a pound Nearly the whole 
Rohr district with 1ts sxx mhon souls and bodies has to 
hve on food imported from the country, and even 1f the food 
could get through the French barriers, the peasants refused 
to sell when the mark, unstable as water, was runmng down 
from nothing to nothmg 

Krupp's somehow contrived daily to get a few bags of 
potatoes m, and ın the street outside my window big crowds 


( 


MISERY IN THR RUHR 297 


began to gather long before daylight, and stood there waiting 
in orderly queues till after midday, wn the hope of having 
a few potatoes weighed out mto their httle sacks when they 
were admitted, half a dozen at a time, through one of the 
iron gates As to relief, an unemployed mimer told me that 
in the previous week he had been given 8 5 bilhon marks 
for himself, his wife, and eight children, and I calculated the 
purchasing value of that dole was about seven shillings. 
Unfortunately, the famihes were usually large. From six 
to nine children was a common size, for the Essen workers 
had been prosperous and regular, and, while prosperity 
may reduce the birthrate of the middle classes, it seems 
to act otherwise with the steady ‘ Aristocrats of Labour ” 
On every side I heard of rickets, bow-legs, crooked backs, 
want of blood, wasting, and what else mght be eapected 
No shirts, no bedding, no nnderclothing, no shoes, no coals, 
though we stood on one of the richest coalfields in the 
world and all the time almost without pause, 1¢ ramed when 
it was not snowing Our wnyielding Quakers issued relief 
from ther qwet httle house. But what could that have 
done ? 

Krupp’s had discharged 2000 hands, and were workmg 
at about half power, under an agreement with the French 
The 40,000 workers left were domg some 30 hours a week, 
and, watching their labour, I marvelled at the versatility 
of mankind The Krupp works extend five miles m one 
direction, and one mile across They used to make guns of 
all sizes and for all nations, but now, instead of gins, they 
were making ploughshares, locomotives (twenty-one had 
lately been appropriated by the French), ready-reckoners, 
motor-scooters, dredgers, reaping machmes, and stamless 
steel plates for artificial teeth The French said the works 
could easily be converted nto use for war again It was 
quite possible, but 1n that case whose would be the fault ? 
On every side the inhabitants of the Ruhr were scorned and 
insulted At the stations then packages and baskets were 
turned out and spied into (once, but not twice, a French 
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official tried. that treatment on me) They could not visit 
a dying relation acroes the. barrier: — Not. more than three 
were allowed to converse upon the strect at one time 
The usual censorship silenced nil truth At the big town of 
Dortmund T heard the French bugle band sounding the 
glory of the Fionch Commandcr-in-Chief with a scornful 
defiance that would have maddened any but the patient 
and pitiably obedient German people "he smallest oficnee 
against the miitars regulations was heavily punehed by a 
Court-Martial of three offictrs v ho «at in judgment without 
interval, But what were the military regulotions ?. Lil o the 
mark or the love of God, they were now every morning 
Among tho highly educated cla*-(3 books could not be pur- 
chased, music could not be heard, conversation turned 
perpetually on prices, exchange, and the next meal All 
savings and investments had of course dieappeatcd I came 
to know them icy rooms, then starveling meals, and ther 
threadbare clothes, turned till they could be turned no more 

Early m December a sort of truce was at last patched up 
between Krupp’s and tho * MT C U M " (3Iission Imterallice 
de Controle des Usines el des Mines) The terms were hard 
almost to destruction, but at least they allowed many 
miners to find work again About the same time tho 
German Government declared a hind of capital levy by 
ordaming the “ Rentenmark ” to be worth one billion of 
the current marks, which were 1apidly wiped out 

On the anniversary of the Ruhr invasion they published 
the following official statistics The country, up to the 
cessation of passive resistance, had lost between 175 and 
200 million pounds sterling owing to suspended production, 
dislocation of transport and posts, financing of imports from 
Abroad as substitutes for Ruhr production, commandeering 
by the French of goods, plant, and rólling-stock, confisca- 
tion of cash, and suspension of all revenue fiom tho Ruhr 
and Rhineland, the dislocation of all German trade and 
lıfe m the unoccupied parts was not included 5 the number 
of Germans killed was 132, officials and woikmon expelled 
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89,524, their famuhes exiled with them, 106,134, out of 
over 5000 Germans imprisoned by the French 2021 were 
still in prison, schools up to 209 for 127,000 children had 
been commandeered and closed, of newspapers 173 had 
been suppressed Of the “imvisible ” losses to the mind, 
spirit, peace, and goodwill of the German people no 
statistical tables were possible As m the former war, the 
German people owned their defeat, and in the future they 
perceived no hope Unless mdeed one might read hope in 
the concluding words of an article upon these lamentable 
results m the Berlim Vorwarts. “ Germans, Frenchmen, 
Englshmen,” 1t wiote, “listen to Mr, Ramsay MacDonald!” 
The advice was wise, but n February, 1924, 16 was described 
by one of our chief Liberal papers as " quamt" At the 
moment of M Pomcaré’s supreme victory no doubt it 
sounded quaint, and another of our guiding papers bade us 
“take off our hats to France" All take off their hats to 
indisputable success. 
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admnation for so comprehensive an intellect, so fervent 
an enthusiast for national freedom, so genuine a seeker after 
beauty, no matter how mistaken his eritical judgments 
might be? When I fist came to London, he was leading, 
at the age of seventy-five, the greatest revolution of his 
hfe that crusade for Insh Home Rule which he may have 
foreseen would ruin his own political career. Yet he led it, 
and what generous nature could refuse to follow in his 
train? Wealthy Liberals, with their hideous big business 
and hideous little chapels, mspired me with variegated 
feelings, only partially deferential But gradually, m 
spite of my Conservative tastes and revolutionary con- 
victions, I came to regard myself as a member of the 
Liberal Party, and at the beginnmg of the century jomed the 
National Liberal Club, not so much attracted by its cookery, 
the splendour of its binlding, o1 the marble staircase running 
up between walls of yellow glazed tiles hke a cleanly 
lavatory’s, as by the noble hbrary (partly Mr Gladstone’s 
legacy), the quiet prospect over the river, and the knowledge 
that, whenever I entered its precincts, I could connt upon 
meeting no one I knew. 

It was my misfortune that, though 1t thus possessed all 
the advantages I desired in a Club, I was compelled to 
‘leave it just after the election of 1924, when the short-lived 
Labour Government fell It ıs the custom of the Club to 
paste up in the smoking-room the result of each election‘as 
16 comes n The room 1s crowded with members, who 
greet each announcement with silence or applause, and I 
noticed that every time that a Conservative defeated a 
Labour candidate (58 times in all) the applause was greater 
than on any other occasion, except perhaps when a Liberal 
candidate defeated a Labour man (9 times ın all) It 1s true 
that Liberals had some reason for feeling sore at the results, 
for they lost 103 seats to the Conservatives, and 16 to 
Labour, having their own representation reduced to the 
comparatively msignificant figure of 40 But the behaviour 
of the Club members proved to me that my vague hopes of 
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seemg Liberals and Labour men united into a steadily 
Progressive party were vain ‘The Club Secretary most 
generously urged me to remam as one of a group which he 
called the “ spear-head ” of advanced Liberalism, but the 
mockmg cheers that greeted the defeat of the Labour 
Party to which I was personally attached still sounded m 
, my mind, and I left the Club, with a regret that I still feel 
for the beauty of 1ts terrace, the satisfaction of its dinmg- 
rooms, and the somnolent silence of its more serious 
compartments 
My connection with the Labour Party had, 1n fact, begun 
.long before their fall after that brief spell of office without 
power Though I had always felt admiration for Mr 
Asquith’s scholarly mmd and classical restramt ın speech, 
though I pitied him deeply m the cruel conflict between his 
own quietly progressive nature and the appallimg decision 
for war, and sympathised with him still more deeply when 
he fell as Zimrv’s victim, I felt that the Liberal precepts to 
which he clung were becoming obsolete, and there was 
httle 1n his supplanter’s brilhant and changeful personality 
to restore confidence m the Liberal faith I may have been 
influenced also by the deplorable mshandhng of the Suffrage 
question and of the Suffragettes themselves by the Liberal 
Party during their prolonged term of office before the war, 
and I still regard their subsequent misfortunes as a kind of 
* judgment "' upon them for their violent breaches of the 
principles which they boasted In any case, when the Labour 
Party conceded the pomt that a “ bram-worker ” might 
rank beside a “‘ manual worker ” as a member of the Party, 
I felt that the spirit of the time was drawing me into their 
number I heartily agreed with Massmgham im his tendency 
“to the Left ” , I welcomed, as I have said before, my friend 
Braisford's offer to me to write every week for his New 
Leader, though I did not formally jom the Tdependent 
Labour Party (“ILP ’) of which ıt was the professed 
organ, and when the election of December, 1923, showed 
the Labour Party to be second m the House of Commons, 
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with 191 members (as agamst 258 Conservatives and 158 
Liberals), I joined with those who urged Ramsay MacDonald 
to take office, if maimly not to disappomt his followers m the 
country, and to show that Labour was capable of government 
even though obliged to lean upon the reed of Liberal 
support 

There were plenty of reasons for hesitation, the strongest 
being the problem of the unemployed For 1f the Party 
that stood for the working people could not come to the 
rehef of ther most urgent need, and alleviate the most 
terrible apprehension that can haunt men, women, and 
children, what rehance upon a Labour Government could 
working people place ? I recognised the difficulties of Ramsay 
MacDonald’s position, but was none tho less reheved when 
he announced to us at a New Leader lunch that, if the 
King sent for him, he would undertake the task The refusal 
of Mr Asquith to desecrate Liberal principles by concluding 
an active coalition with the Conservatives, among whom 
Mr Baldwin had casually propagated the heresy of Protec- 
tion, settled the matter, and on February 12th, 1924, from 
the Press Gallery of the stuffy and paralysmg House of 
Commons, I witnessed the first appearance of Labour men 
upon the Government Bench 

Tike most patriotic people, I had always regarded with 
decent respect the unknown magnificence of that Bench, no 
matter which Party sat upon i$ Nearly all had made 
themselves great, though some were born great, and one 
or two nught have had greatness thrust upon them Their 
titles, ther wealth, their responsible solemnity made 
them unapproachable to & mere spectator But now, 8s I 
looked along the crowded row, I recognised nearly all as 
acquaintances, and many as old friends Before some I 
felt the sense of inferiority that I always feel mm the presence 
of men who have confronted poverty and themselves toiled 
at the hard business of ordmary life Two of those Mimsters 
had worked in cotton mills, one had been born to weaving 
in Yorkshwe, one had been an iron-moulder, another 
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had driven locomotives , three had worked m coal mines , 
one, a feminine figure eloquent and wise, for whom there 
was hardly room on the crowded Bench, had been a shop 
assistant Most of the great branches of our productive 
work were represented, nearly all except shipping and 
agriculture. Before such people I felt ashamed, as I long 
had felt, of the httleness of my hterary education and of the 
easy-gomg, sheltered life which I could not have enjoyed 
but for my birth in a fairly well-to-do famly 

To my astomshment I found that tins sense of infenonty, 
so natural to me, was not shared by many of the still higher 
classes, among whom one would have expected to find it 
even more pronounced Yor the first week or two I heard 
open expressions of fear, horror, and disgust The wits and 
“ social successes " who, in the words of the Psalmist, grin 
hke a dog and run about the West End, not only sneered 
at our new Government’s clothes, but foretold national 
calamity and the collapse of our Imperial grandeur They 
prognosticated the mevitable fall of the heavens and the 
shares, and when the heavens remained fresh and strong in 
their accustomed position, while shares actually rose, the 
melancholy natural to disappomted prophets was but 
partially tempered by the consolations of pecuniary stability 
Looking again at the Labour lst of Ministers, they took 
courage in perceiving that the one who held supreme 
authority m law had once reorganised the Army, and Imd 
the foundations of victory, that another, having helped 
to found the Fabian Society, and so proclaimed “the 
inevitability of gradualness,” would keep things comfortable 
for their hfetrme at least, that another, also one of the 
Fabian founders, had served as a Colonial Governor, and 
so would stand no nonsense in India , that another possessed 
unequalled knowledge of the Balkans, and could be trusted 
as Mimster of Agriculture to leave alone the parks and 
pheasant-preserves of England's blessed plot, that another, 
though vehement and meclmed to educate the poor above 
that state of hfe to which 16 had pleased God to call them, was 
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an educated man himself and sprung from an old Whg 
family , that another, though heady, was no silly pacifist, 
but had done good service in the war, that another, though 
shamelessly pacifist and connected with Quakers, was 
harmless, and could be counted upon to mamtam law 1f not 
order, that another, bemg obviously o well-dressed gentle- 
man, and having won high favour at a foreign Court, would 
not let the Air Force down; and, best of all, that the Navy 
was safe in the hands of a born Lord, who had been Viceroy 
of India and captain of the Oxford Cricket Eleven Having 
made these observations, the superior classes were justified 
in taking courage In the Labour programme there was 
little mention of that hormfymg “ Capital Levy ”’ Property 
might, after all, be safe In Capek’s “ Insect Play ” we had 
lately been shown a beetle iolhng hus “httle pile,” hus 
darling hoard of dung, patting 1t, cherishing 16, smelbng 1t, 
just before another beetle came and rolled 16 away The 
threat of that other beetle seemed no longer formidable 

But what about the remarkable man who on that 12th 
day of February, 1924, stood before the House of Commons 
as the fist of Labour Prime Ministers, and, with fine and 
rather solemn voice, spoke of “confidence ” rather than 
“tranquilhty,” of attempts to stand upon a friendly footing 
with France without bullymg Germany, of the necessary 
recognition of Russia, of unemployment not to be cured 
by mere palhatives, and of the Government's intention to 
be economie and scientific ın dealing with material capital, 
but equally economic and scientific m dealing with human 
capital? I had known Ramsay MacDonald off and on for 
nearly forby years, and had carefully followed his career 
from the time when he hved ın Bloomsbury among 9 
peeuhar Society whose two mam 1ules weie supposed to be 
(1) to live a perfect hfe, and (2) to subscribe half a crowu 8 
year, the second rule being harder to observe than the first 
Like most of his Mimsters, he had learnt in the school of 
life to suffer poverty, and, hke most Scotsmen, he had 
recognised its disadvantages Step by step he had worked 
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his way up, for many ycars m association with the high 
aims and lovingkindness of the enthusiastic woman whom 
he married Some called hım vam, but mn that respect I 
had not observed much difference between him and other 
pohticians, actors, novelists, poets, officers, clergy, and men 
or women Some said he had from the first played steadily 
for his own hand, persistently scheming for the attamment 
of his present position Ambition may exist, I suppose, in 
a Socialist as 1n à member of less idealistic Parties, but it 18 
hard to imagine an ambitious schemer denouncing the war 
from the beginning, refusing office under the War Mimstry, 
refusing to support even his own Labour associates in then 
war selvices and propaganda Jn Febiuary, 1924, almost 
ten years had passed since the begimning of the war, and 
for the first four of those years he had been detested, reviled, 
calumniated, and despised as the most unpopular man in 
the whole conntry, with the possible exception of my other 
friend E D Morel Time does sometimes bring its revenges, 
but only the most malignant of his opponents or intimate 
enemies could thereafter hint at msincerity or calculated 
ambition 

Another charge was more difficult to answer He was 
rather rich in nicknames “ Ramsay,” “Mac,” “JRM,” 
“Our Great Leader” (with an ironic emphasis on the 
“Great,” as pronounced by the mtimate enemies above 
mentioned) And I hke to thmk that mcknames (of which 
l have had so many since childhood that my Christian name 
has never been used) imply a certain geniality, a cordial and 
familar nature, mclined to sport As a Scotsman, Ramsay 
MacDonald is inclned to the difficult and unproductive 
sport of golf, and I know him as a fine walker , but I doubt’ 
if anyone has ever thought him genial, cordial, or familar 
There 1s something aloof m his nature, as though his spirit 
dwelt alone in an unapproachable shrine of his bemg That 
loneliness may arise from the kind of shyness which induces 
shyness in others Or, smee many called hım a Mystic, 1¢ 
may come from a Mysticism that I do not understand ' I 
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am never quite clear what a Mystic 15, but I magme a man 
with some hidden power, endowed with a spiritual vision 
reaching beyond the peiception of common mankind It 
may well be that a Highlander: of mountain birth andrehgious 
nurture possesses that vision, and the consciousness of so 
incalculable a possession may seclude a man from ordinary 
mortals who possess no vision at all But when the worst was 
said, even by members of his own Party, Ramsay MacDonald 
retained that mestimable gift of “ personality’ which 
defies analysis 01 caipmg blame Reverently as I stood 
before many other of our leaders, I could not magme anyone 
else so fitted by nature, trammg, and travel to take the lead 

At a Party reception given by Noel Buxton in the Hyde 
Park Hotel the night before the first Labour Parliament 
opened, an observant woman remarked to me ‘‘ At any rate, 
we have the handsomest of all Prime Mmisters”” Tn that 
matter, women are the judges, and one can only hope that 
they base their judgment upon character expressed in 
appearance More significant was her subsequent remaik 
to Frank Simonds, the American journalist ‘‘ You know, 
I suppose, that you are present at the beginning of a new 
epoch!” The words were ironic, in mockery of a common 
phrase employed by the Labour papers at the time But 
Frank Simonds replied, I thmk without irony, though he 
has an ironic mind =“ It ıs hike the birth of a new Christi- 
amıty ! ” And she answered, “ I hope it will be more successful 
than the old!” Tndeed, we felt something of that ‘‘ new 
epoch ” in the air Even Mr Baldwin recognised 16 when, 
speaking on the same day m acknowledgment of his re- 
election as Leader of his Party, he said ‘The Labour 
Party ıs pervaded by a feelmg which sends the workers of 
that Party to canvass, to do propaganda, and to conduct the 
business of elections without profit o1 reward ”’ 

The attitude of all Christian Powers and many Christian 
Bishops had made 1t doubtful whether Christianity had much 
concern with promoting peace among men, but under 
Ramsay MacDonald the “new Christianity’ certamly 
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tended towards peace in Europe Withm a few weeks, or 
even days, he changed the whole atmosphere of European 
relations as Frank Simonds said in the passage quoted above, 
and he changed it by promotimg peace By mere friendlmess 
of tone he set the country agam upon a tolerable footing 
even with the obdurate M Pomcaré, and when M Poincaré 
was succeeded by M Herriot in May, the friendimess became 
still more cordial ‘The Conference of London to consider 
the Dawes Scheme of Reparations met in July , the German 
delegates came over, and by the middle of August a fanly 
satisfactory agreement was concluded, by which the French 
promised to evacuate the Ruhr within a year, and Dortmund 
at once The Dawes Scheme meantime was to proceed 
Even before Parliament assembled in February Ramsay 
MacDonald had informed the Soviet Republics that Great 
Britain now recognised them as the de jure Government of 
what was once the Russian Empire, and requested them 
to send delegates for a Conference At this Conference, 
which met in London im the middle of Apri, the Prime 
Minister, after stating 1ts main objects, urged the Russians 
not to let themselves be mfluenced by attacks made upon 
them in this country, any more than he was influenced 
‘by attacks made upon him by Russians, such as a recent 
violent onslaught by Zmovieff, the President of the Thud 
International in Moscow ‘The reference is important as 
partly explaming the apparent indifferenoe with which 
MacDonald at first regarded the '' Zinovieff letter " which 
was the main cause of his defeat in the following October 
After negotiations that appeared mtermmable, as any 
conversation with Russians 1s likely to appear to the English 
- mind, a draft Treaty was at last signed in early August a 
Commercial Treaty, a general Treaty, and proposals for an 
indeterminate loan when certain conditions had been fulfilled 
It may be said that MacDonald’s overthrow was ultimately 
due rather to this Treaty with the Soviets and the proposed 
loan than even to the ' Campbell case " and the “ Zinovieff 
letter’, but at the time it seemed another step towards 
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peace to all except those who would remain the sworn 
onemies of a Soviet Government, no matter what terms might 
be proposed A third step was MacDonald’s personal attend- 
ance at the Assembly of the League of Nations in September, 
when he delivered a speech upon the proposals for peace and 
disarmament that encouraged the whole League to acquire 
some confidence in the reahty of its existence and its 
powers 

Tn these triumphs for the cause of peace I could, of course, 
take no personal part, beyond applauding our Foreign 
Secretary by speaking and writing wherever Y got iho 
chance But I have sometimes wondered whether it would 
not have saved catastrophe 1n the end if Nocl Buaton had 
been given the Foreign Office, actmg in close co-operation 
with the Prime Minister, who in that case would have been 
left free to adjust the turbulent differences within his own 
Paity His childhood and youth in the Essex fields had 
fitted Noel Buxton for lus Agricultural Mimistiy, but he 
knew quite as much about Europe as about cows and 
ploughs With Arthur Ponsonby a man devoted to peace, 
in spite of experience in diplomacy as Under Secretary 
at his side, he would have se1ved well and possibly the error 
of the “‘ Campbell case " might have been avoided — For if 
it was an error for Sir Patrick Hastings as Attorney-General 
to charge Mr Campbell with publishing “incitement to 
mutiny ” m the Workers’ Weelly, 11 was a greater error for 
the Prime Minister to compel his Attorney-General to with- 
draw the charge on flimsy excuses because his Left wing 
raised an outcry. 

The task of infusing the spiri of peace into embittered 
nations and impatient idealists at the same time exceeds 
the strength of any one man, and st was largely for want of 
personal contact with his own supporters that suspicions of 
the Prime Minister’s deliberation m advancing the Socialist 
cause began to grow among the enthusiastic advocates of 
“ Sociahsm in Our Time” These suspicions were, unhap- 
pily, destined to increase. For MacDonald, bemg by nature 
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moderate, by experience opportunist, and abhoinung the 
violence and bloodshed proclaimed as an inevitable stage 
by the Marxist doctrmaires of revolution, recognised that 
he had to guide the course of progress among an ancient 
people, deeply rooted in tradition, rigidly conservative of 
their habits, and proud of the freedom won in so many 
centuries of struggle and sacrifice The resolutions carried 
at Labour Conferences (as in London in June of the previous 
year) proved to him that the majority of his supporters 
regarded Marxism or Communism as a disruptive force 
unsuited to the nature of a country which still refused to 
reject democracy as an obsolete and putrefyimg corpse 
Even though they belonged to the ''advanced party," and 
the Russian revolution was by many hailed as the furthest 
step in advance, English working people would not accept 
an oligarchic tyranny, a police tyranny, and an Tmperialist 
tyranny as essential to the well-bemg of their own race 
The stream of virulent abuse poured upon Ramsay 
MacDonald and his Ministers by Zimovieff and other leaders 
of the Russian’ ohgarchy failed in its purpose of either 
alarming or ingratiating the Labour Party as a whole, 
though there were some who heard in it the echo of their 
own thoughts, and others who felt bound to support the 
Russian Soviets as a vanguard behind which they must not 
be found loitering 

The ‘ Zimovieff letter,” whether genuine or forged, did 
not surprise me Everyone, however shghtly acquainted 
with the Marxist doctrine, knew that the Soviets felt bound 
to instigate a general revolution a “planetary revolution ” 

and that our country would be their first objective as 
bemg their strongest obstacle Karl Marx, labourmg at 
Blue Books under the stifling dome of the British Museum, 
had compounded a disturbing history of British Industrialism, 
but he knew httle of the British people Lenm knew more, 
and he foresaw that England would be the last country to 
emulate the Russian methods But even Lenm did not realise 
that nothing would stir the English workmg man to bloody 
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revolution but starvation or Prohibition Still Jess did 
Zmovieff perceive the British indifference to theoretic 
phrases, and tho British objection to foreign dictation 
Since the further revelations made by Mr Marlowe in the 
Observer of March 4, 1928, I am inclined to think the letter 
may have been a forgery, but I still do not regard the 
question of foigery or genuineness as one of great mpor- 
tance For there was nothing unusual, nothing unexpected 
about the letter Everyone knew that as President of tho 
Communist International (commonly called the ‘ Third 
International ") m Moscow, Zinovieff detested MacDonald 
and denounced the Labour Party In the previous April, 
as I noticed above, MacDonald had himself drawn the 
attention of the Russian delegates to these feelings and 
expressions He had, none the less, continued to work for a 
Treaty with Russia, because ho knew it would improve 
British trade, and he hoped 1t would tend to relax the 
outstanding tension in Ewope But neither he nor anyone 
else who knew the temper and objects of the Third Inter- 
national’s President could have been surprised at a letter 
which called upon the British Communist Party “to stir 
up the masses of the British proletariat,” ‘“‘ to keep closo 
observation over the leaders of the Labour Party,” “to 
struggle against the inclinations to compromise which aie 
embedded among the majority of British workmen, against 
the ideas of evolution and peaceful extermination of capital,” 
“to have cells 1n all the umts of the troops," and so on— 
a]l with a view to ** armed warfare," ** armed msurrection " 
Forged or not, those are just the 1necitements and doctrinaue 
phrases that might be expected from a Russian of Zinovicfi's 
temperament To me there are still only two unexplained 
pomts of interest (1) How the Foreign Office came by @ 
copy (only a copy) of the letter, and (2) How some four or 
five people came by a copy of that copy, and were able to 
betray ıt to Mr Marlowe for use n the Daily Marl of 
Saturday, October 25 1924 

By a mere coincidence, I had a distant and casual 
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connection with that ordinary but fatal document On 
October 10 (the day after the Dissolution owing to the 
Labour Government’s defeat on the Campbell case), 
Brailsford rang me up to say that MacDonald had asked 
that I should accompany him on his tour through England 
in preparation for the election due on the 29th On the 
14th I met him at Charles Trevelyan’s election hall m 
Newcastle, where he had a reception such as English people 
always give to courageous defeat Next morning I sat upon 
my suit-case at the entrance to the High Level bridge, till 
the car came past with MacDonald and Lord Arnold, and 
we made the rest of the journey together That day we 
drove through Durham, Darlington, Ripon, Harrogate, 
Leeds, Dewsbury, Spen Valley, Huddersfield, along the 
Colne Valley, grimly beautiful m gathermg twilight, over 
the hills to Oldham, and so to an 1mmense meeting at the 
Bellevue Gardens m Manchester At all those places 
MacDonald spoke, and at some to large open-air audiences 
At all, except Durham, which lay paralysed under the glory 
of its cathedral and episcopal predilections, he was received 
with fine enthusiasm After each speech he said to Lord 
Arnold and me, “It’sno good lam done I can speak no 
more My throat ıs worn out You must just announce 
that I can’t speak Or you must speak for me” But at 
the sight of each vast audience awaiting him, he forgot all 
about his throat and his exhaustion The great voice 
poured out as usual The gestures were as free and natural, 
the eloquence as fine 

After the enormous meeting 1n Manchester, we drove on 
to the home of Lord Arnold’s brother at Altrmgham, just 
over the Cheshire border It was the night of October 15th, 
and while I was trying to fit up an electric oxygen machme 
lent by Dr. Hector Munro for the benefit of MacDonald’s 
throat, a King’s Messenger arrived with a despatch box 
contammg a lot of documents, among which lay the letter 
that was to prove fatal Before he went to bed that mght, 
after so strenuous a day, MacDonald added the note to 
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Rakovsky, Russian Chargé d'Affanes 1n. London, which in 
its final form contained the words 


- “Tt1s my duty to inform you that His Majesty's Govern- 
ment cannot allow this propaganda, and must regard it as 
a direct interference from outside in British domestic affairs 

* No one who understands the constitution and relation- 
ship of the Commnumst International will doubt its intimate 
connection and contact with the Soviet Government No 
Government will ever tolerate an arrangement with a 
foreign Government by which the latter 1s 1n formal diplo- 

‘matic relations of a correct kind with 1t, whilst at the same 
time a propagandist body orgamcally connected with that 
foreign Government encourages and even orders subjects of 
the former to plot and plan revolutions for 1ts overthrow 
Such conduct 1s not only a grave departure from the rules of 
international comity, but a violation of specific and solemn 
undertakings repeatedly given to His Majesty’s Govern- 
ment" 


The agreement to that effect signed by the Soviet Govern- 
ment on June 4, 1923, ıs then added 1 

Early next morning the King’s Messenger left with the 
Zmmovieff document, MacDonald’s Note to Rakovsky, and 
the regular instructions to the Foreign Office to publish 1f the 
letter were proved authentic I noticed that on that morn- 
mg (the 16th) I had time to go carefully round his garden 
with Lord Arnold’s brother, and we did not set off till ten 
o’clock MacDonald seemed just as unperturbed as usual 
The letter had not affected him It was too ordimary an 
occurrence As he said when the whole question was revived 
by Mr Marlowe's confession 1n the Observer 


" Until the Saturday mormmg" (1e October 25, 1924) 
“when I saw the attack that was bemg made upon me it 
never crossed my mind that the letter had any political 
significance at all I have never formed a definite conclusion 
about the document My suspicion has always been that 1t 
was not authentic I have never been able to prove that 
it was not authentic I have never been able to prove 
that it was authentic But practically from the begmning 


1 Blue Book Russia, No 3 (1927), pp 28-29 
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I took the view that the important pomt was not the 
authenticity of the document but the use to which the 
document was put" 


Driving past Alderley Edge, through Macclesfield, the 
Potteries, sleepy Stafford and Cannock, we came to Wolver- 
hampton All the way through the Black Country from 
there to West Bromwich MacDonald was greeted as though 
he were the man for whom the working people had long been 
waiting to deliver them from their wietchedness The car 
could hardly move We had to shut off the engine, and 
allow the crowds to push us along The people swarmed on 
every inch of it, and clung to every bit of MacDonald they 
could touch ‘“‘ Here we are,” they seemed to say, ‘“ living 
in these grimy holes, toiling by day and night for the 
country’s prosperity, and only glad if we can get the toi, 
looking at deserted slag-heaps and coal shafts as our only 
idea of Nature , reduced by machines almost to the state of 
mechanical Robots ourselves Is not this the man who 
would save us ? Is it not to save us that he has come 2 ” 

The meeting in the Birmingham Market was perhaps the 
finest and most trrumphant of the whole journey And as 
MacDonald and I diove away to Harrison Barrow’s house 
in the suburbs, 1t may be that he was thmking for the first 
time that day of the Zmovieff letter and the Russians My 
part on the journey was to keep silence, and certainly never 
to ask questions , but then, moved perhaps by a kind of 
“ telepathy,” I suddenly asked whether he had not found ıt 
difficult to deal with the Russian delegates, and he replied, 
“Not difficult, but almost impossible *” He went on to 
describe how the Russians were constantly shiftmg their 
ground, going back upon what seemed settled, and under- 
mining his intentions I was thmking mamly of Georgia, 
and he explained how hard and vainly he had endeavoured 
to save that tormented people, among whom persecution 
and slaughter had recently raged more terribly than usual 
since the Soviet bieach of their treaty and the subsequent 

1 Statement to Press Association Manchester Guardian, March 5, 1928 
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invasion mn February, 1921. But he also spoke of Russian 
inirigue in Persia, Afghanistan, Chma, and other countries, 
as ıs now known to everyone It1is possible that the memory 
of the previous night haunted him with increased suspicions, 
and revived doubts which he had lately overcome For, 
indeed, the Soviet revolution was proclaimed by its first 
principles to be ‘ planetary ” 

From Birmingham we drove on through sleepy Droitwich, 
Worcester on my dear river Severn, Malvern, where the 
parasitic population boo’d us, Ross, along the beautiful 
Valley of the Wye (I suppose my attraction to MacDonald 
is partly due to his keen sense of natural beauty), and so 
through Monmouth, to Cardiff and other Welsh towns, 
MacDonald speakmg at every mmportant place, either ın a 
hall or market And so we drew near his constituency at 
Aberavon For the last three miles the crowd was so thick 
that agam we had to shut off the engine, and hardly made 
& mile an hour among the excited cheers and shouting of the 
workpeople, some of whom had set words 1n MacDonald's 
honour to the “Men of Harlech,” and sang them with 
Welsh perfection The broadsheet of the Dary Ma next 
morning described the Prime Minister's reception there as 
“cold and silent’ For my own sake I wished the rmagina- 
tive editor had been right 

But victory must be applauded, and by its unexplamed 
intrigue mn regard to the Zimovieff letter the Daily Mai won 
its war against Labour Fear of Bolshevism gave the 
Conservatives the big battalions on whose side God 1s 
supposed to stand, and Mr Baldwin was called upon to 
resume his unsuccessful struggle against the meshes in 
which mrne-owners and profiteers contrived to entangle his 
quiet and honourable soul I have throughout felt a natural 
sympathy with such a man For he loves the English 
conntiyside | Like MacDonald, he is mstinctively aware of 
beauty Like me, he loves dogs, and seems born for the 
homely sqmre’s country hfe He loves good literature too, 
and m old days I should have welcomed him as my colleague 
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o1 rival in composing weekly “‘ mddles” for the Nation, 
though perhaps the old Spectator under St Loe Strachey, 
would have suited him bette. I could not have imagined 
anyone more fitted to lead those Young Conservatives who 
have attempted to ievive the “ Young England” party of 
Disraeh’s early hfe And I have all the more regretted the 
extremes of reaction to which he has been driven, as in his 
treatment of the coal-mmers, by a far more powerful body 
of his supporters 

For myself, after MacDonald’s defeat, I felt inchned, like 
the member of the Opposition m Plato, to sit under the 
shadow of a great rock until the tyranny were overpassed 
But for the hvehhood of myself and others I had of course, 
to continue m journalism domg work for Brailsford’s 
New Leader, the Baltvmore Sun, and a few othe: papers, and 
brmging out “More Changes More Chances," which was 
pubhshed imn 1925 Tn the spring of the same year I also, 
reluctantly, undertook a difficult piece of work the explor- 
ation of the ** Douglas-Pennant Case " Twice or three times 
I refused, but Mr C P Scott, the venerable editor of the 
Manchester Guardian, came up himself to urge me, and no 
one could refuse “C P”? Like the Dreyfus case, with 
which it has been justly compared, 1 was a complicated 
and perplexing intrigue to follow, all the more because men 
and women of high position, great wealth, and good reputa- 
tion were deeply involved I felt as though I were trying to 
swim in a swamp of bottomless mud It was like a detective 
story 1n which one repeatedly loses the clue , and when at 
last I perceived the solution, I almost despaired of deciding 
whether the injustice had been perpetiated by malign 
jealousy or gullible xgnoianee On the whole, I concluded 
that it was the one acting on the other But after working 
through the mass of evidence, I was convinced that Miss 
Douglas-Pennant had suffered shameful injustice 

As in the Dreyfus case, the injustice did not concern one 
person alone The honour of our whole legal system was 
involved, and 15 15 not to the credit of Prime Mimiste1s in all 
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three Parties in turn that they have persistently refused the 
only redress possible—an open and honourable re-cxamuina- 
tion Of comse all men and women are equal before the 
Law, but one cannot help noticing that some of Miss Douglas- 
Pennant’s accusers were endowed with titles, wealth, high 
position, and social influences that might be useful to a 
Party in power, or even in Opposition ! 

Miss Douglas-Pennant’s prolonged 1esistance to the 
injustice, suffered unde: a charge which she has never yet 
(1928) been allowed to know, has been heroic , but I may 
mention heie the heroism of another woman belonging to a 
different class While I was at the Schools in Shrewsbury, 
a boy was with me in the Sixth named Owen Downward, 
recognised as clever and eccentric, and recognised as still 
cleverer and more eccentric when he was at Magdalen, 
Oxford, as & “ Demy ” While there he developed fits of 
mania so violent that once I interfered to prevent his brain- 
ing the Dean with a soda-water bottle, and as I exercised a 
calming influence over his mind, I enjoyed the good fortune 
of saving many others during our yeais in Oxford, besides 
trackmg him up and dow u the country whenever he escaped 
from his keeper or asylum Coming to London, he revelled 
in the society of unfortunate and poverty-stiicken wuiters 
then haunting the Reading Room of the Museum for waiinth 
and shelter, and they in their turn revelled in the drmks 
freely supphed by his httle foitume After intervals of wild 
dehrinm, he found york in Edinburgh among people I knew, 
and there he managed to maintain himself fairly well for 
some years l'or he was an admirable scholar, possessing 4 
fine critical sense and an infallible memory for Greek, Latin, 
and English verse Unhappily, he never felt at home with 
the Scottish temperament, and as the Scots despised him as 
the typical Southron wnnagate, he gradually lost employ- 
ment, and returned to the joys of London, which he found 


1 See “The Douglas Pennant Case A Review and A Restatement ” 
By Henry W Nevinson (Reprinted from tho Manchester Guardian, June 
10 to June 13, 1925) No answer has been made by Miss Douglas Pennant’s 
accusers 
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equally enjoyable though hus money had gone and his 
friends had followed it T then lost touch with him, until 
I heard from Mis Lovat a widow who kept a httle cating- 
house off Leicester Square that he had mentioned my name 
when he sat down at one of her tables, an such a filthy condi- 
tion that the cheapest lodging-houses refused to admit hım 
That hard-working woman cleansed him, fed him, helped to 
clothe him in the things I brought down, helped me to Jook 
for a fairly decent lodging, and when at last he was found 
lying m a fit near Trafalgar Square and diafted off by the 
police and doctors into Hanwell Asylum, she divided with 
me the rathei painful effort of cheering him by Sunday 
visits, tobacco swects, and books These visits she con- 
tinued even after she had suffered a guey ous operation, and 
knew herself to be dying of another terrible disease She 
had no call to befriend the unhappy man, except his un- 
happiness She had never seen hım tll he entered her httle 
shop utterly destitute , she could not appreciate his minute 
knowledge of horse-racing boxing, and the classics Nearly 
all his rapid and disyomted conversation must have been 
quite unintelligible to her Yet she visited him, almost to 
the day of her death, and J record such kindliness as heroie 
She died March 1, 1925, and the man she had so nobly 
befriended died in Hanwell, August 5, 1926 

The year 1925 was enhghtened by a :epetition of my 
favounte walk along Haduan's Wall from Hexham to 
Carhsle, and then further into my own ancestral Lake 
Country But 1t was marked also by one failure and two 
lost chances The failure was a visit to Paris in the vain 
attempt to induce M Léon Blum and other leaders of the 
Socialist or Labour Party in the Chamber to advocate peace 
in Morocco with Abdul Kim, who was gallantly holding out 
for his people on the Riff One lost chance was the collapse 
of an invitation to Peru, which I was asked to describe, 
ultimately for the benefit of some railway scheme I had no 
interest in the proposed railway, but I longed to seo a 
condor flying over the Andes, and so was disappointed when, 
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as business people say, the design “failed to materialise ” 
That was not my fault, but for the other lost chance I shall 
always blame myself Tn the early morning of March 27, 
while I was engaged writing as usual against time, someone 
called up on the telephone and asked me, in the name of a 
big American Syadicate, 1f I would fly over the North Pole 
with Amundsen Perhaps my vitality was low that early 
morning , perhaps my mind was preoccupied , perhaps the 
invitation was too suddenly sprung upon a naturally slow 
and hesitating nature , perhaps I remembered my increasing 
age For some such foolish reason I refused If Amundsen 
had written, instead of calling up in that peremptory manner, 
I should have accepted Yor I always keep mm mind the 
words of Ulysses to his ageing companions 


“ A questa tanto piccola vigiha 
De vesti» sensi, ch’ à del rumanente, 
Non voghate negar Ü esperienza, 
Diretro all sol, del mondo senza gente "1 


I regret the refusal all the moire because Amundsen and his 
crew did not perish hke Ulysses and his friends, but lost only 
one of the two aeroplanes, spent only three weeks in digging 
the other out of the ice, and returned alive 

Of the “ general strike ’”’ which ensued in May, 1926, after 
Mr Baldwin's futile endeavour to buy off the mme-owners 
by à subsidy that 1n the end amounted to about £19,000,000, 
I will here only say that, if the strike had really been general, 
ib would necessarily have been equivalent to revolution 
But the leaders of the Trade Union Council never mtended 
revolution They intended to brmg pressure on the mine- 
owners by a display of widespread sympathy with the 
miners in their wretched existence Their mmds were not 
set to the revolutionary point, and even Mr Churchill’s 
British Gazetie, and his parade of tanks and troops convoymg 
provisions from the Docks could not mflame them so far 
After ten days they capitulated, beheving that the Govern- 


1 “Inferno” xxvr 114 
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ment would m reahty support Sir Herbert Samuel's welcome 
“memorandum ” of May 11, and that Mr Baldwin would 
not allow his peaceful message, broadcast on May 12, to 
be overridden by lus own Ministers. The mmers were thus 
left to fight their lonely battle, im which the owners, sup- 
ported by Mr. Baldwin’s Government, drove them to utter 
defeat on the Ist of December For myself, I need only 
record that during those ten days of the strike I walked on 
foot some 100 miles about the working districts of London, 
gathering mformation for the Ballsmore Sun, and cheered 
only when the young Oxford blacklegs, as they started thew 
Tube trains for Golders Green, would cry . ' Any more for 
the nightingales ? " and when, as the window of one of then 
"buses was shattered, they pasted over the hole, “ Emergency 
exit only!” My faith in the umty of the English blood was 
thus restored We take our pleasures sadly (think of o 
cricket match or golf!) But we take our troubles with a 
smile We are artists at play, and jolly amateurs m disaster. 


CHAPTER XIII 
* 4HOSE HOLY FIELDS"! 


' By the waters of Babylon we sat down and wept, when we remembered 
thee, O Sion How shall we sing the Lord’s song 1n a strange land? If I 
forget thee, O Jerusalem, let my raght hand forget he: cunning ” 

Prayer Book translation of the Psalm exxxvn 1 4 5 


eleventh time withm thirty years, I had the 
opportunity of escaping imto the Near East, and 
the chance brought with 1t the same old sense of exhilaration 
and deliverance Again I should see the water purple as 
thick amethyst, and distinctive mountains bare but for the 
aromatic herbs filling all the cranmes of their rocks Agam 
I should see the walled cities that Athenians binlt, or Roman 
Emperors, or Venetians, or Turks, and from their for- 
tressed harbours the little boats with pointed sais would 
skim gaily out, hardly changed from the time when Ulysses 
held the rudder The narrow streets would still be crowded 
with variegated peoples, speaking strange words The 
markets would still be heaped with strange fruts and 
vegetables, all the scene pervaded by that suspicion of 
garlic which Parisians extol And over all would glow the 
Mediterranean sky, under which the best of mankind were 
bred 
To Constantinople itself the years had brought changes 
The Galata bridge of boats had gone The Red Sultan had 
gone, and so, by a far more regrettable fate, had the harm- 


I ATE in that summer of 1926, for the tenth or 


1 “ To chase the pagans in those holy fields 
Over whose acres walked those blessed feet, 
Which fourteen hundred years ago were nad 
For ow: advantage on the bitter cross ”’ 
“King Henry IV,” Part I, Act I, Sc 1. 
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less clans of dogs The crimson fez had gone, supplanted by 
the British workman’s second-hand cap, the peak worn 
over one eai so as still to allow obeisance with forehead to 
ground so long as Allah might survive The veil had gone, 
and, with faces shameless as a Christian’s, women revealed 
their painted lips, their dyed cheeks and eyelids, their short- 
cropped hair, their open necks, and the beauty of legs which 
men conceal in cylinders of cloth. Women sat smoking in 
cafés. They travelled barefaced in tiaims and steamers 
They conversed with men They danced with men They 
were Huropean And all this freedom was won for them 
ın half a dozen years just through the courage of my 
friend Mme Halidé Hahdé Edib of the Turkish army! 
What a Suffragette ! 

But two emblems of etermty remamed one the Turkısh 
official with open palm, the other the Turkısh porter. 
There he tottered, bent double under his enormous burden, 
which he balanced upon a huge stuffed saddle for hod He 
was wnshaven and filthy, tattered brown rags hardly 
covered his hairy brown skin , on his head he wore a little 
browu cap, on his feet squashy slippers tied by strings to 
whitey-brown stockings full of holes So he still crawled 
through the streets, with eyes fixed on the ground, because 
the weight of his burden prevented his lookmg up Turkish 
women had changed from swaddled chrysahses to flaunting 
butterflies , the Turkish horse decorated with blue beads 
against the evil eye had vanished before the shrieking 
motor, the Caliphate had departed, revolution had 
swept revolution away. But to the Turkish porter such 
changes were nothmg Revolutions in laws, governments, 
habits, hats, and religion were to him but passing moments 
in his eternal destiny He remamed unmoved, the mcarna- 
tion of the working class, the emblem of eternity 

As in a dream I passed across the broad Sea of Marmora 
to where the coasts of Europe and Asia draw together at the 
Narrows of the Dardanelles Presently on the left I could 
see again the hill that was Troy, and on the right the reverse 
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slopes of the rugged chffs that T had so often climbed when 
Anzac lay on the othe: side As the lighthouse upon Cape 
Helles revolved its gleam, I watched a ghostly column 
beside 1t appear at intervals, and supposed 16 was a memorial 
get up to men who need a visible memorial no more than the 
heroes at Troy At dawn for the third time I saw Sappho's 
Mitylene and the ohve-bearing hills of Lesbos At noon we 
put into Smyrna, where Mustapha Kemal began his task of 
Europeanising the Turks by causing his troops or envious 
neighbours to drive the Greek army and the Gieek 1m- 
habitants (200,000 of them, 1t was said) headlong from the 
quays to perish in the water (September 8, 1922), and con- 
sumed to ashes the Greek half of the city, so that hardly a 
house was standing, and none mhabited Climbing the hill 
above the desolation, I discovered again the now neglected 
tomb of martyred Polycarp, pupil of the beloved disciple 
And next day we anchored off Rhodes, Itahan now, but 
stall splendid with the bmldmgs of rough orange stone, set 
there by the Knights of St John, and hardly altered by sıx 
centuries of change Next evenmg we made Cyprus, the 
real “ Abode of Love,” now protected by the British flag, 
1n evidence of that Treaty once called ‘‘ Peace with Honour,” 
by which our country pledged herself to preserve the 
Armenians in Turkey And next mornmg we entered 
Beyrout harbour, along the low cliff of which stood a vast 
and squalid camp erected out of scraps of board, petroleum 
tins, and rags by a swarm of our protected, penniless 
Armenians, escaped with bare hfe from the Turks who 
massacred Adana and other parts of Ciheia four or five 
years before Here our t:ustful Armenians lived and died 
m human misery reduced to 1ts lowest terms, and dying was 
easy 

As m a dream I went up the Dog River (Nahr el Kelb) 
runmmg into the centre of Lebanon, and marked at the 
entrance by rock-cut records of various conquerors who 
have passed that way Assyrian and Egyptian kings, 
Marcus Aurelius of Rome, Napoleon 111 and Gouraud of 
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France, and Allenby of England And so, across the broad 
valley between the two ranges of Lebanon, where Mount 
Hermon seems to block the outlet of the young river Jordan, 
to the vast rums of Baalbek, temple m turn of some pre- 
historie god, of Baal, god of the sun, of Hehos the sun, of 
Jove the smn and sky, quickly superseded by the worship of 
Chrst History manlond's history, all im à dream! And 
a pleasant dream For with me went Roland and Marjorie 
Vernon, on their way out to the task of defending King 
Fesul of Irag from the coruption of the East And with us, 
too, went Harold Buxton, most lovable and tolerant of 
Anglican priests, so strangely learned that, in Ins pre- 
occupation with the hardly perceptible but rancorous 
differences between the forms of Early Christian faith, the 
passing scenes that we call reality sometimes appeared to 
escape his notice With him, from a mountain height, I 
traced the road I was later on to traverse to Damascus, half 
rmmned by General Sarrai in carrymg out the French pro- 
tective mandate. Then we drove one morning past Sidon 
and Tyre, Phoenician cities, still gleammg on their promon- 
tories, once the scenes of mystic worship, and the homes of 
the first great navigators, and so we chmbed to a point 
upon a projecting headland, where a steady sergeant of the 
old * 2nd London," stood on watch over the gate of the 
Holy Land. 

To an Englishman brought up last century, as I was, in 
a strictly Evangelical family, that land ıs not merely holy 
Tt ıs far more mtımately known than his own country It 
is almost his own possession, and bewildermg enthusiasts 
used even to hint to him that, as a descendant from. “the 
Lost Ten Tribes," he even had some claim to that heritage 
The fragments of Jewish poetry, legend, and history, 
collected as one consecutive and unalterable book called 
the Old Testament, which was inspired directly by the 
spirit of God and therefore eternally true, were so accurately 
impressed upon his mind. by reverence and daily repetition 
that the name of every place and river in Palestine at once 
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suggested some scene associated with it ın tho Serptural 
narrative In youth I came to know Greek literature and 
Greek history fairly well, but the knowledge of the Old 
Testamont, driven into my soul as a child, remained more 
lasting, though my sympathy and admiration were by 
nature given to Athens. 

This strictly Biblical education produced among those 
who, lke myself, belong to the last century, the peculiar 
illusion that both the promises and the threatenings of the 
Jewish lawgivers and prophets were specially designed for 
ourselves by a forescemg Power We never doubted that 
we Enghsh Evangelicals were the Chosen People, and when, 
every Sunday evening, we sang 1n the Magnificat, “ As He 
promised to our forefathers Abraham and his seed for ever,” 
we gave no thought to the Jews , and when soon afteiwards 
we sang in the Nunc Dimites “ To be a hght to lighten the 
Gentiles, and to be the glory of Thy people Israel," wo meant 
that Missionary Societies would spread the hght of the 
Gospel to negroes, Chinese, and Indians, while God’s 
Enghsh people ietamed the glory Though we heard 
passages from Jewish history every Sunday, and read or 
even sang several Jewish lyrics, I can remember only one 
mention of the Jews in our Prayer Book services, and that 
occurs 1n one of the Good Friday Collects For, after admit- 
ting that God made all men and hates nothing that He has 
made, nor desires the death of a sinner, but rather that ho 
should be converted and live, that Collect calls on Him to 
have mercy upon all Jews, Turks, Tfidels, and Heretics, 
in the hope that they may be saved among the remnant of 
the true Israelites And by the true Israehtes we unquestion- 
ably understood the Protestants of congregations hke ours 

How far those views of Jewish literature were shared by 
the Catholics of our own and foreign countries (all doomed 
to eternal torment as we devoutly believed), I still cannot be 
sure But our piayeis and eanticles were for the most paio 
duectly translated from the Catholic Latin use, and perhaps 
there 1s some evidence of a Catholic belicf sumilar to ours in 
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such relics of medieval Catholicism as the sculptures sur- 
rounding the west doors of Amiens Cathedral, m which 
symbols and allegories derived from the Jewish poets are 
mserted as applicable to the contemporary Christians of 
France 

My whole mmd and nature bemg thus mdelibly scribed 
with Biblical knowledge and tradition, I entered with excited 
interest upon the scenes so long famihar to me by name 
There above Haifa (soon by Jewish and British effort to 
become the port of Palestine) rose Mount Carmel, where 
Ehjah overcame the priests of Baal, and had them all slain 
ia the river Kishon that flows past its base There was 
Nazareth, for many years the home of One Whom milhons 
still accommt Divine because He was so unlike the rest of us 
There was Tiberias, where Herod had hus summer palace 
overlookmg the Sea of Galilee, on the shore of which I 
could see the few trees marking Magdala, where the sinful 
woman who became the Magdalene could find no customers 
now And that was Bethsaida, where a mill grinds for two 
or three houses , and that Capernaum, where nothing of the 
large town remains buf rmms of the synagogue bmlt with a 
queer mixture of Jewish and Greek decoration by the 
centurion who loved the Jewish nation, as St. Luke narrates 
in his seventh chapter Then we crossed the broad valley 
of Jezreel runnmg from Carmel almost to the Jordan 
Jezreel called Esdraelon, or “ the Emek,” or Armageddon, 
a name lately extended by poetic journalists to the whole 
of Europe and the Near Hast And tbere was Endor, where 
the witch called up the reluctant ghost of Samuel to give 
warning to King Saul And there were the mountams of 
Gilboa, where Saul and Jonathan were not divided m death 
And there the citadel of Beth-shan, or Beisan, where the 
Philistines nailed the mutilated body of Saul to the walls 

From the foot of Monnt Gilboa issues the sprmg where 
Gideon selected three hundred men as hkely to be the best 
warriors because they lapped the water as dogs lap, and not 
as horses drmk And further down, that stream ıs called the 
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Goliath to this day, so that 1 seems likely David picked up 
his fatal pebble there And beyond the valley of Jezreel I 
climbed up the hills of Samara to the beautiful Arab city 
of Nablous, once Shechem, on the twin mountains above , 
which a fading group of Samaritans stil do yearly sacrifice 
And passing southward over a high upland, I came to the 
summits of the long ridge where Titus pitched his camp, and 
our Coeur de Lion gained his one brief glimpse of tho Holy 
City, goal of adventurous hope 

Upon the opposite height, distinct with domes and 
towers, ıt stood Jerusalem, the Holy City, the natural 
centre of the round world, as may be seen upon the ancient 
map of the world in Heroford Cathedral, the spiritual 
centre of all the Jewish race and all the varous forns of 
Christian faith Through the circle of the walls at the 
Damascus gate, I entered the narrow and cavernous streets, 
nearly all arched for support, and many so vaulted as to be 
perpetually dark, 1mpenetrable to anything but camel, mule, 
or man But as I wandered up and down the steps and 
among the dim caves of that most beautiful of medieval 
cities, I suddenly came upon a high wall, founded on large 
and ancient blocks of stone, where Jewish women along one 
half 1ts length, and Jewish men along the other, were weepmg 
and wailing in sorrow and supplication ‘There I saw one 
woman tuck into a cranny of the wall a slip of paper upon 
which she had wiitten somethmg, and drive 1t deep into the 
cranny with her finger Then she kissed the large stones 
inch by inch, muttermg prayers Was she praying for a 
national triumph, the accomplishment of prophecies, the 
revival of Israel in a land over which the British flag now 
waved ? I thought 1t doubtful, but the sight revived m me 
the purpose for which I had been sent, and having crossed 
the dry bed of Kedron, and upon the Mount of Olives 
sorrowfully repented of all the thmgs I had not done, I 
returned to seek my object among the Zionist Jews 

If I, sprung from an entirely different race, and having 
no connection with Palestine beyond the famihar associa- 
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tions of religion and hterature, felt an excited interest m 
every scene, I could easily 1magime what the approach to 
his ancestral land must mean to a Jew. Here was the focus 
of his history, hs law, and his region the httle shp of land 
consecrated by memories and by hopes ‘This was the 
heritage from which for so many centuries bis people had 
been exiled, to suffer contumely, robbery, torture, and violent 
death Throughout all those centunes of misery and despite- 
ful treatment, his people had mamtaimed their distinctive 
nature and mnvarying mtual, always keepmg their hearts 
fixed on the records of a divinely guided past, and on the 
Zion where ın some future age m some age surely not 
hopelessly distant their strong Deliverer would arise. 
What I felt at my first sight of Athens, or what I always feel 
still more keenly at the sight of England when after a long 
absence I approach her shore, must be felt with a yearning 
of even deeper affection when the Jew touches the soil of 
Palestine, his promised land 

I knew little of the Ziomsts When Mr. Arthur Balfour, 
on November 2nd, 1917, annonnced that the British 
Government would regard with favour the establishment of 
a “National Home” for Jews m Palestine, I took little 
notice I listened with mdifference to the common sneer 
that it would be a mercy for the world if all Jews went 
back to their own country, but m their places of exile they, 
appeared far too comfortable to move Israel Zangwill used 
to tell me that in his efforts for his people he had tried 
Palestine, and found 1t too thickly occupied by Arabs He 
had consulted me about various parts of Africa as suitable 
substitutes for the ancestral country, but most of the districts 
known to me were either full or dry, and I could not recom- 
mend Angola as a healthy land, though I knew that under a 
Jewish settlement the natives would be delivered from the 
slavery umposed upon them by the Portuguese 

So I thought no more about the question till I met Di 
Pinhas Rutenberg ın the summer of 1922, and heard from 
him the details of hus scheme for extending hght, heat, and 
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power throughout Palestine by converting into electricity 
the force of the Jordan and its maim tributary the Jarmuk, 
as they fall from the level of the Lebanon and Mount 
Hermon to the level of the Lake of Tiberias, which 1s 600 
feet below sea-level, and then to the level of the Dead Sea, 
which 1s 600 feet lower stall, being, 1¢ 1s said, the lowest point on 
the earth’s surface Thad known Dr Rutenberg byname from 
the days when I was in Russia during the abortive revolution 
of 1905-1906, and he was playing 2 leading part as a Social 
Democrat. Now I found im him a man of extraordinary 
energy and power, and a skilful engineer, so far as I could 
judge He had lately received from Sir Herbert Samuel, the 
successful High Commissioner for our Mandate in Palestine, 
a concession for carrying out his scheme, the city of Jerusalem 
being alone excluded in favour of some other British Com- 
pany. He invited me to come with hm to Palestine, but 
though the invitation was often repeated I had no chance 
tall the Zionist Organisation 1n. London again asked me to 
go that summer of 1926, and the Manchester Guardian 
promised to accept my accounts of Zionism and the country 
in general, together with Syria and Transjordania 

So with the help of Colonel Kisch, who had served as a 
Sapper in the Regular Aimy before and during the war, and 
was now the leading spuit of the Zionist Organisation 
(Keren Hayesod) n Jerusalom , and under the guidance of 
Dr Hans Kohn, correspondent for Enghsh and German 
papers and the very best of guides, bemg welcome 1n every 
Ziomst “‘ colony,” I was able to pass up and down through 
nearly the whole of Palestine I visited a large number of 
the 121 Jewish settlements, of which some were nearly 
fifty years old, and only about 40 belonged to the recent 
Zionist Organisation Their land had been purchased m 
perpetuity for Zionists through the agency of the Jewish 
National Fund (Keren Kayemeth) The older and at present 
larger settlements were run on the ordmary lines of rent 
and labour, even Arab labour bemg sometimes employed 
Some of them, such as Petah Tikvah (Dawn of Hope), a 
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few miles north of Jaffa, flourished abundantly on J affa 
oranges forexport  Rushon-el-Zion, on the other hand, a few 
miles south of Jaffa, and the centre of wide vineyards, was 
suffermg from the strict temperance of the Umited States, 
formerly one of the chief customers for its wme To mect 
the situation Rishon was manufacturing a non-alcoholic 
drmk of pure grape-juice and sugar, but the American 
officials protested that too much alcohol developed upon the 
voyage nearly 2 per cent, far too much for the rigid 
abstention of American citizens. These scruples had driven 
the people of Rishon to plough up many of their vineyards 
and substitute groves of oranges and almonds 

Tn the Ziomst “colomes” the rule of “ self-labour”’ 
prevailed, and no Arab or other labour might be hred But 
some of the colomes were run on “mdiıyiduahst ” lmes 
(Moshav Owdwn), others on '' communal" (Kvutzah) hnes, 
and of these there were then seventeen ‘‘ Who ever saw a 
Jew with a spade in his hand ? " our old Cobbett asked, and 
16 would have astonished bim to sce 1n tho Zionist colonies 
pretty nearly 30,000 Jews tilling the soul To me 1t seemed 
the biggest miracle m a land distinguished for miracles 
As I was wiitmg on Zionmsts I naturally took most interest 
in the villages of '' self-labour," and of these the communal 
vilages attracted me most, owing to ther pecuhanty. I 
visited more than half of them, meluding Mctula, an outpost 
at the very peak of the British mandate, having the French 
mandate of Syria on both sides The httle villago 1s raised 
high above the malarial marshes of Lake Merom, and looks 
eastward to Mount Hermon, where on a favourable day one 
could then watch the Druses fighting ın small bands against 
the African battahons of France 

But on the whole I saw most of the two communal villages 
called Am Charod and Beth Alpha, planted at tho foot of 
Mount Gilboa, across the Valley of Esdraelon (Jezroel), nearly 
opposite to Balfouria (Lord Balfour is the English hero of 
Zionists), which 18 an. * 3ndividualist village, each family 
working for such profit ns 16 might make Am Charod is 
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watered by that Gideon’s spring welling out from the foot of 
Gilboa, but though the courageous pioneers (Halutzm) 
had drained the ground and planted cucalyptus trees 
("Jewish trees,” as the Arabs call them), malaria still 
prevailed, and the village was soon to be,removed to a 
hillside on the opposite edge of the broad valley 

I saw more of Beth Alpha, whero I stayed Here there 
were 130 mhabitants, not counting the numerous children 
Nearly all had como from Czecho-Slovakia, but all spoke 
German as their natural language, though, as in Tel-Aviv 
and all the colonies, they talked Hebrew among themselves, 
and the children spoke nothing else It wasa tzue community, 
using no money All shared in the work, and no one was 
paid The necessary food and clothing were kept in a 
common store, and given out as required by each family 
Anythmg gained by the sale of surplus produce beyond the 
common needs went into the common store as well Each 
mailed pair had a separate wooden hut, but three times a 
day all gathered for meals into one long shed _ By a law of 
fate or custom, only women were appointed to do the cook- 
ing and washing up, but they tookitinturns Tn the evening 
the wind, sweeping down the wide valley from the Mediter- 
ranean, raised clouds of dust, and the heat at midday was 
considerable, though not overpowermg Dress was admir- 
ably simple a shghtly elongated chemiso of thickish white 
stuff for the women, covermg what little they might put 
underneath , and for the men a dark shirt and shorts All 
went bareheaded, and nearly all barefoot, though a few 
wore sandals, I asked why some of the women on Sabbath 
evenings wore embroidered tunics, and even bits of silk and 
lace, and they said they either made the stuffs themselves 
for fun, or received them as presents from their old homes, or 
had brought them out when they came Jn any case they 
were not an army to be put 1nto umfoim Not they, mdeed ! 

There was no syuagogue in Beth Alpha or ın any other 
communal village that I visited The Sabbath and other 
sacred feasts were observed, and the Jewish scriptures were 
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read as a national possession, but the ritual of the Pentateuch 
and its never-endmg commentaries were superseded by an 
enthusiasm for the National Home and the experiment of 
commnmty Naturally I asked what happened to the lazy 
and meapable, and was told that the pressure of public 
opimon was too strong to allow of idleness In flagrant 
cases, the chairman of the chosen committee might remon- 
strate, but remonstrance was seldom needed, and only three 
members had gone back to their European homes Bemg 
Jews, all demanded intellectual interests They hked to 
hear news of Europe, and hstened to what I could tell them 
of the British Labour movement and the coal strike. At 
intervals à string quartet went round from one village to 
another, giving them the best German and Bohemian 
music 

Marriages could be made under the Rabbinical law by what 
we should call a Registrar, but as a rule no rite was required 
Lovers lived together as married people, unless they ceased 
to love, and then they lived apart without reproach There 
was said to be no laxity m these matters, and certamly 
Maillage was simplified and made less toilsome by a com- 
munal home for all children Near the middle of the village 
was a well-biiJt house surronnded by a garden, and there 
the children lived and slept as soon as they were weaned, 
mnder the care of women specially adapted for the unendmg 
labour of child-management Mothers were thus set free 
to sleep by mght and work by day, except for a few weeks 
before and after childbirth Even the smallest children 
appeared to know them own mothers when they looked in 
at noon or in the evening, and appeared glad to see them. 
The mothers also knew ther own children, and seemed 
equally glad. They looked rather mdignant when I asked 
how ıt was done — '' Of course we know them! Of course 
they know us!” they exclarmed I suppose that happened 
by some “Jaw of nature,” but the communal villages, so 
closely resembling Plato’s ideal in many respects, differed 
from i$ m this He would have had no child know its 
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mother, and no mother know her child, and Plato has a 
reputation for wisdom He probably discerned how plaguey 
relations can be 

Of course the newly planted Ziomst colonies were rather 
* wild and woolly,” but 1n strong contrast to them stood the 
Zionist town of Tel-Aviv, which has extended as a kind of 
suburb northwaids from the ancient Arab port of Jaffa 
I suppose about the worst landing-place in the world 
Seventeen years before, the site was a waste of sand dunes, 
such as abound along the shores of Philistia and Sharon, 
thrown up by the western gales and the strong undercurrent 
that gives the coast of Palestine 1ts pecuharly straight out- 
hne Then a few Jews began building on the dunes, finding 
that the compressed sand a few fect down gave a solid 
fonndation By 1926 the population had grown to 43,000 
in a brilhantly white and clean city, with wide, straight, and 
level streets, fit for the motor t1affic that dashed to and fro 
It was entirely a Jewish city, and Hebrew was the only 
language spoken, though all public notices were wiitten m 
the three official languages, English, Hebrew, and Arabic 
A few of the citizens, having served ın the war, could speak 
English Many more spoke Polish, Russian, or German But 
in Hebrew all the Jewish races found a common language, 
to some extent fambhar to them from childhood Here on 
the Sabbath the vast synagogue, nearly completed, was 
crowded with worshippers, the married men wearmg their 
white shawls striped with black the same that will be used 
as their shrouds But along the shore the childien were 
sporting on the sand, and crowds of young men and women 
were rushing out into the waves, swimming against the 
dangerous current, or padding far across the surf m canoes, 
indifferent to upsettmg And certamly they had nothmg on 
to spoil 

It 1s true, the town, lke the whole Zionist movement, was 
then passmg through a “cuss” Tn spite of the careful 
imitations laid down by agreement between the British 
administration and the Keren Hayesod, too many 1mmt- 
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giants had come im during the previous year. Worse than 
all, too many professional people had come doctors, dentists, 
wilbers, musicians, and others incapable of working the land, 
which 1s the first care of Zionism The unemployed ran to 
something over 4,000 The Labour Party, strong in the 
town, tried to distribute the work by regulating hours, but 
the factories, worked by a Rutenberg power-station with 
crude oi til the electric force from the Jordan could be 
apphed, were small, and their trade m furniture, sweets, and 
textiles had hardly begun to pay The co-operative society 
of builders and road-makers (Solel Boneh) had done excellent 
work both there and in Jerusalem, but for the time the town 
was overbult, and the Ziomst Organisation was obliged to 
relieve distress with heavy “doles” until the temporary 
crisis should pass, as 1t did pass withm the next few 
months None the less, Tel-Aviv was a city of hope and 
youth It was fine to go through the streets and watch the 
young men and young women hurrying upon their busmess 
or pleasure, indifferent to starchy tradition, free from social 
pressure, lightly dressed, and enbrowned to a rich colour in 
arms and necks and legs No matter from what countiy the 
immigrant Zionists had come, here at all events they were 
released from the paralysing sense of fear 
That much I could also say of Palestine as a whole Under 
British admmmstration murder and Inghway robbery had 
almost ceased , debts were bemg paid, the coiruption of 
justice had been reduced, and the water supply and 
dramage improved, especially m Jerusalem itself chiefly 
owing to the care of the Civil Governor, Sir Ronald Storrs, 
who also preserved the city from modern desecration As 
to the Arab population, there were at that time about 
150,000 Jews 1n Palestine as agamst about 700,000 Arabs, 
and among the Jews were included the old settlers who had 
E e ae ae n PRT all ther days swaying to 
8, muttering the text of the 
1s commentaries, leapmg and smgmg before the 
ouble scrolls of the Law as they were transferred from one 
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synagogue to another, o1 wandering the sacred streets 
tightly buttoned up m long thm coats, their pale thin 
faces scaicely visible under wide black hats and between 
long curls hanging down each check lke artificial whiskers , 
hungry too, poor fellows! since the Soviet Government 
forbade the Russian Jews to send them money But as 
to the Arabs, Zionism had caused in Palestine the clash of 
two civilisations, of two ages, of two ways of hfe utterly 
opposed The Zionist was to the Arab what the motor was 
to the camel As an old-fashioned Englishman, my tastes 
and sympathies aie naturally on the side of the camel 
What an interesting creature he 18! How dreamlike, almost 
prehistoric, symbolic of our childhood’s religious associations! 
And how exquisitely adapted to his desert surroundings ! 
With what aristocratic detachment he stalks through this 
puddle of a world, disdainful as a noble Jord whose land 
has been nationalised by a Labour Government, with 
msnffiaent compensation ! He is a frieze, a memorial On 
each side of the roads in Palestine one must leave a. soft 
dusty strip for him to pad along But down the centre of 
the road here comes the motor, all Europe and America 
driving 16 forward !1 


1 A fow figures 1n regard to Zionism at that dato (1926) may still be of 
interest The &unual 1ncomo of the Ziomst Organisation (J£ercn Haycsod) 
was then estimated at about £600,000, and the annual income of tho 
Jewish National Fund at about £300,000 Tho joint incomo was thus 
something under £1,000,000 a year That sounds a good deal, but far 
more had been expected Most of the subscriptions came from Jews in 
America, South Afmca was second in order, Enghsh Jews “also ran” 
Since the two Kerons began their activities the Jewish increase in Palestine 
had been about 80,000, and 1n 1925 about 34,000 had entered—too large 
a number, as I noticed above Each settler had an equal amount of land 
allotted to him, namely 26 acres, on a lease for 49 yoars, free of rent for 
5 years, and then paying 2 per cent on agricultural land, and 4 per cont on 
urban land But the whole arrangement might bo revised after a cortain 
number of years—a smaller number in the caso of urban land, 1n the hope 
of avoiding the curse of “ unearned increment’? The cost to the Hayesod 
of setthng one family on one plot of land was about £700, not including 
the journey money (paid by the immigrant) and the cost of purchase 
(paid by the Kayemeth), malang about £1,000 in all That seemed to me 
a big sum for one family, but the experts told me the cost in Australia or 
Cahforma would not be less It was estimated that Palestine could 


«* A NATIONAL HOME " 387 


The position was defined by Sir Herbert Samuel m his 
admirable Report upon his administration of Palestine as 
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“The Balfour Declaration did not mean that the purpose 
in view was to create a wholly Jewish Palestine It did 
not contemplate the disappearance, or the subordmation, 
of the Arab population, language, or culture The terms of 
the Declaration did not propose that Palestine as a whole 
should be converted mto a Jewish National Home, but that 
such a home should be fonnded m Palestine 

“Ty order that this (Jewish) community should have the 
best prospect of free development and provide a full oppor- 
tumty for the Jewish people to display its capacities, ib 38 
essential that ıt should know that it 1s in Palestine as of 
night and not on sufferance ” 


An express clause in our Mandate lays 16 down that 
Transjordama 1s not to be mcluded in the Jewish National 
Home, and many of the leadmg Zionists considered even 
peaceful penetration there to be unwise I was mehmed to 


support a population of at least 4,000,000 instead of its present 800,000 
or 900,000, and the Ziomsts were then occupying about one tenth of the 
cultivable land That tenth they hed for the most part created by draming 
the worst marshes, as at Haifa where I saw 600 young Jews working mn 
the poisonous swamps round the mouth of the Kishon for the Haifa Bay 
Development that ıs to make Harfa the port of Palestino, Tho marshes 
of Merom were still to be drained, but much had been done 1n tho Emek 
m of Jezreel), and throughout the country the curso of malaria had 
m reduced The Zionists have founded a great univormty 
Ss brary on Mount Scopus overlooking Jerusalem, and great technical 
i d euis E at Haa They have estabhshed trammng schools 
da Ln = E (the rong of Sharon still blooms) and every land of 
ee : ju Hadassah " Society, named after Esther and supported 
dean Si erica, the knowledge of health, especially the health of 
deb T: emg diffused among Jews, Arabs, and Christians without 
icra a or rehgion The future of Zionism seemed to me to 
ee is x © patnotic enthusiasm which 1mspıres young men and 
de s eee to devote them hves amid hardship and risk to 
§ and tilling new ground, hving in tents, building wooden huts, 


and 
ds "ue ie a hfe, without thought of personal gam, and all 
long lamonted sanctified to them by history and by an exile so 
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agree, partly because the Arabs had vowed to cut the 
throat of any Jew who crossed Jordan, and such action could 
not conduce to peaceful penetration But it also seemed to 
me advantageous to keep Transjordamia as a buffer state 
between the tmy shp of Palestine and the enormous spaces 
of Arabia, towards which I looked out from the heights 
above Amman, Transjordania’s chief town, and the furthest 
outpost of our power in that direction Tn that little outpost 
was stationed Colonel Cox, responsible as British Representa- 
tive to the High Commissioner of Palestme, Lord Plumer 
With him he had a new frontier force of some 500 Arabs 
nnder Colonel Bewster, and about 1000 Arab gendarmerie 
under Colonel F G Peake (‘Peake Pasha”), a flight of 
small aeroplanes above the town (distinct from the big 
aerodrome of the Bagdad mail, lymg some 18 miles further 
south), a few armoured cars, and a few “advisers” to Amr 
Abdullah, brother to King Feisul of Iraq Apart from the 
few airmen and about 200 British soldiers employed on the 
aerodrome, I thmk there were not more than a score of 
British people m the whole district, mcluding wives and 
children 

But over there, m those vast Arabian spaces, moved Ibn 
Sa’ud, said to be the greatest Arab since Mohammed, 
commanding no one knew how many thousand Wahabis and 
other Arabs What ıf he rushed upon Transjordania, & 
rather bigger territory than Palestine, but counting only about 
250,000 mhabitants mm all? The obstacle of Transjordamia 
would at least give us time to bring up aeroplanes and troops 
from Egypt Othe:wise there was nothing to prevent 
thousands of msprred Wahabis from fallmg upon undefended 
Palestine and sweepmg Christian sects, and all the various 
Jewish students, Rabbis, and Zionist settlers into the 
Mediterranean Happily we were then on good terms with 
Tbn Sa’ud, and were just negotiating a further treaty with 
him (concluded m February, 1927) But as I stood on the 
Inlis of Amman, and visited the Amir in bis brand-new 
palace, guarded at the doors by a hugh Nubian slave with 
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lus shining sermtar drawn as though to sweep off my head, 
I realised that here was indeed an “ outpost of Empire " 
The Romans had early realised how vital the position was 
for the safety of Europe Here m the hilly, half-desert 
region east of Jordan they planted their Dekapols ten 
fortified towns for the protection of the Imperial frontiers, 
and of these ten, Amman, which they ironically called 
Philadelphia, was the chief Here on its northern hm, 
overlooking the town, I saw the massive orange walls of 
their great citadel And cut in the southern hillside rose a 
vast theatre, 1ts circular rows of seats arranged in wedges 
with steps between, 1ts tunnels for entrance and exit still 
complete, 1ts semicircular orchestra for the chore song and 
dance, its long stage with deep caverns underneath, erther 
for actors or wild beasts to rest ın till their turns came. At 
Jerash, some thirty miles north of Amman, are remains of a 
smaller but more perfect theatre, and of a similar fortress. 
In the other eight outposts no doubt one could find the 
same As when the Romans quartered the legions there, 
Trangjordania still stands on guard upon the frontiers of 
European eivihsation. 


CHAPTER XIV 


CODA 


“ And when my life was ended, 


How sorry was I 1” 
Child's Song 


not famous, but seventy It seemed incredible, 
almost ridiculous, for I had always felt that my 
life was only just beginning, and I felt so still But there was 
no denying it Numbers cannot be contradicted, and 
accounts balance if honestly kept With & Father of the 
Church, I could only say, “ I believe because 16 1s 1mpossible 
It ıs ridiculous, therefore true ” At the height of such powers 
of mmd and body as I ever possessed, I had reached the 
limit of life ordamed by common consent My last changes 
were at hand , my last chances had almost gone 
It was still night, and the stars shone brilhantly above the 
silent streets, the domes, and towers of the city Tnevitably 
at such a time, and in such a place, I thought of all that had 
passed upon earth, and within that city’s walls, nnder those 
unchanging stais I knew that no sun m that infinity of 
suns, countless as the daisies in the English fields, had 
ever been concerned with the affairs of men It would be 
monstrous to suppose that this microscopic dust-speck of & 
planet comnted for anything mm a universe to which no hmt 
can be imagined, and beyond which, as astronomers told 
me, stretches yet another universe equally mcalculable m 
unlimited space I knew the truth of what my earliest 
friend has written 


( y mornmg in Jerusalem I woke to find myself, 


** No angel-trumpet sounds across that space, 
That cold vast space through which we headlong run, 
Day wn, day out, along the destined ways 
Of the great circle round the godlike sun 
340 
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« Scorning our joys and heedless of our tears, 
The same for ever, counting not the hours, 
Unmoved, untouched by human hopes or fears, 
Passes the pageant of the Heavenly Powers 


I knew 16 was true, and yet, as m crazy defiance, I have 
sometimes shaken my puny fist at the stars e 
though to say “ Tnealculable, mnumerable, 1nconcerva : 
as you are, yet within this atom of a body I possess powers a : 
which you know nothmg of which you are mcapable 
Even that same poet, Lucretian though he 15, has allowed 
himself to burst through the flammg bulwarks of the world, 
and to wite 

“ Only mar’s mnd, hke flashing sabre keen, 
Has smiten through the vord space, pereng far , 


Only man's mnd has measured the unseen, 
And tumed the tvmeless movements of the star "1 


We know nothing of the stars, or of a mmd that may 
possibly vitalise them, but as yet we can 1magine no intelli- 
gence greater than mankind’s, or even different from it 
So as I watched Jerusalem moving beneath them slowly to 
the east, my mind turned back agam to the thought of my 
incredible age, and I recalled a verse I had made at thirty- 
five, when only half that age had been reached . 


** Now at the centre of lfe's arch I stand, 
And view us curve descending from to-day , 
How brief the road from burth’s mysterious strand ! 
How brief «ts passage tall at close mm grey ! 
Yet by thus bridge went all the immortal band, 
And the world’s savour ded not reach half-way ”? 


From my chamber m the Austrian Hospice I was lookmg 
over the self-same scene where that “ world’s saviour ” 


: ! Seo '* Poems," E Phhp G L Webb, CB, OBE (Nisbet) And 
or Some account of our o SE 
cd arly friendship, see Changes and Chances,” 
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ght of the spirit Marco wh 
Dante on the influence of the stars (Purgatorio, xvi , 79 ) eae 
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laberw soggiacete, e quella. eria, 
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who did not reach half-way had hved and died No matter 
what supernatural attributes the yearning desire of mankind 
for something beyond eaperience and explanation may have 
added to his nature, here was the place, here the self-same 
scene Somewhere close by had stood the upper chamber 1n ' 
which, with a sure foreboding of the doom that gathered 
round him, he said to the companions of his wandering life 
that the bread and the wine upon the table were symbols of 
his flesh and blood so soon to be consumed, and asked them 
to remember him whenever they partook of that food and 
drink Behmd me, just across a steep valley, was the 
garden where he prayed to be delivered from anguish such 
as all sensitive people feel at the approach of pam and 
death Round the corner on my left, excavators not many 
years ago had unearthed a Roman building that may have 


_ been Pilate’s judgment hall Dowu the slope from the hall 


a path still led across the road from the Damascus Gate in 
front of me, and became the Via Dolorosa, the entrance of 
which I could plamly see That rough lane, darkened by 
arches, and rising at intervals by steps, led to the low and 
flattish dome where tradition placed the cross, and, withm a 
few yards of the cross, the sepulchre Too close together, 
they seemed to me, for why should a rich man plant his 
garden within touch of the public gallows ? But, except for 
curiosity, the mere locality did not matter ~All that 
mattered was that somewhere withm the scene lying before 
me under the stars that “ would’s saviour ” had lived and 
died died at half my age, or less than half 

I had seldom known a Christian man or Christian woman, 
and never a Christian State, that had attempted to live in 
accordance with his life or teaching Perhaps the example 
is too high for endeavour Certainly, as a great Anglican 
bishop said, no State that tried to follow Christ’s precepts 
could continue to exist “Blessed are the poor,” “ Take 
no thought for the morrow,” “Consider the lihes," 
“ Sufficient unto the day 1s the evil thereof," '' Judge not," 
“ Resist not evil,” “ Forgive unto seventy times seven,” 
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“Tet hrm who 1s without sm cast the first stone” were 
ever such impracticable paradoxes 1 How utterly at variance 
with what every Christian man, woman, and Government 
does habitually every day and mght! If commonsense, 
founded on eaperience, 1s sanity, what are we to make of 
teaching so directly opposed to commonsense 2 Thnk of 
our savings-banks, our investments, our prudent arrange- 
ments for old age, our delight i scandal, our suits for debt, 
our fasb1on-plates, our newspapers, our law-courts, and our 
wars! Or was 16 just because he appealed to something so 
wildly different from commonsense that millions of mankind 
for so many generations have marvelled at Christ as a power 
sprung from an unknown God ? 

I turned from the thought of the overwhelming tragedy 
once actually realised so close to the place where I was 
standing, and tried to recall the tenour of the seventy years 
—those twice thirty-five years that made up my own 
bridge of hfe It seemed that on the whole I had been 
unusually fortunate and happy in myself Wath my friend 
Goethe, I could say “ For myself I am happy enough. Joy 
comes streaming in upon me from every side, only for others I 
am not happy ” I could readily agree with Bernard Shaw’s 
soothing precept not to be oppressed by the sum of human 
suftermg, nor greatly troubled by sy mpathy , for ‘ poverty 
and pain are not cumulative’? But I am incapable of 
conceiving the sum of human suffermg, and the suffering of 
individuals known to me cannot be so lightly glozed over. 

Fels opportunitate mortis, :$ à, common epitaph, though 


ü ay oe the nght moment to die But I have been 
&ppy m the opportunity of life, 
born to a grave a y e. l was happy m bemg 


ridus nd rigid manner of thought and behaviour ; 
102 poor enough to escape softness and luxury, 
: 80 far above the poverty hme under which most people 

ve that, with the help of scholarsh 


great school and 1ps, I could be sent to a 
and à great um ; 
mathematics, = versity. J have known no 


and nothing of natural science beyond what 
* " The Intelhgent Woman's Gade," p. 465 


944 CODA 


the observation of buds, animals, mountains, and seas 
could teach me But I have contrived to learn something 
of the language and history of Athens, Rome, Germany, 
France, Italy, and England, and that amount of education 
has “ cultrvated my mmd” and enabled me, though with 
perpetual anxiety and effort, to maintain myself and a few 
others at the level of decency to which we were accustomed 

It has afforded me also the happy opportunity of enjoying 
many physical pleasures, such as walking, cycling, riding, 
skating, swimming, and the management of boats on sea 
and river, also of enjoying the best old-fashioned music, 
passages of which, especially from Bach, Beethoven, and 
Schubert, are always sounding silently ın my mind I was 
happy in the opportunity of workmg under more than one 
editor whom I could heartily serve, of travelling further 
than most people over the world, and of bemg present at 
many great and terrible crises of war, rebellion, and revolu- 
tion, upon which the course of history has turned If 
the old philosopher was right in defining happmess as the 
active exercise of a man’s vital powers along the hnes of 
excellence, and m a hfe affording full scope for their develop- 
ment,’ [ have no nght to complain of scanty opportunities 
Above all else, I have been happy im my intimate fnends, 
both men and women  l had here intended to introduce 
a list of those to whom I owe most for comradeship in 
some common aim or labour, for that ıs the only friendship 
worth much But a list, however carefully selected, would 
extend the book too far, and I must think of them only as 
a kind of rosary, still growmg, and contaming many beads 
still devoutly counted, though they represent the dead 

Some chances I have missed, chiefly through self-distrust , 
and, as I said, ıt was of the things I had not done that I 
repented on the Mount of Olives It 1s for those “sins of © 
omission ”’ that I always bitterly repent 

But on that morning m Jerusalem (October 11, 1926), I 
woke to find few chances left, and 1f I had woke to find 

1 Amstotle’s ‘‘ Ethies” I 6 
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myself famous, 1t could hardly have been more disconcerting 
Anxious to escape from the curse of introspection, I cele- 
brated the embarrassing festival by going up and dowa the 
narrow streets of the city diffusing unusual joy by presenting 
five whole piastres (one shillmg) to the fmendly beggars and 
cripples whose chances in hfe had been small compared 
with mme the man who, having no legs, wiggled over the 
ground on his belly like a snake , the boy whose hands were 
bent backwards so that he could not feed himself , the deaf- 
mute who gibbered at me, the blind man whom a child 
led about on a chain , the man who contrived to say “ Good 
morning, sir!”’ but had no other quahfication for charity , 
the hoaty prophet who kept an ageing sheep in a dark corner 
of a street, God knows why , and the woman who squatted 
beside the Holy Sepulchre with one baby visible and 
another soon to be None of them had been happy 1n the 
opportunity of hfe as I had been And when I returned I 
found that the two Austrian maids of the Hospice had 
decorated my cell with red flowers, called “ Flerssige 
Ineschen " (Busy Betties) because they bloom both summer 
and winter For the maids knew it was my birthday, having 
accepted my rmaginafave statement that I was born on the 
field of Waterloo, a place of which they had never heard 
Knowing, then, that I was nearing the limit of existence 
slowing down ito the termmus, as Cardinal Newman 
expressed i& 1 set off as quickly as possible for Bagdad by 
way of Beyrout, Tripolis, Homs, Palmyra (Queen Zenobia’s 
rmmed cry), Rutbah, and Felujah on the Euphrates 
Happily for me, the heavy rams began before we were half 
across the Syrian desert, convertmg the hard and ancient 
track of Eastern merchants and pilgrims mto sticky mud, 
in which the five motors, two of them heavy with mails, 
sank above the axles Day and night, wet all day and cold 
all mght, we dug and pushed and hauled, so that when we 
reached Bagdad on the Tigris, I was encrusted with hardened 
mud from head to foot, and looked hke a Rodin statue. But 
1 See Gibbon, chapter XI 
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soon after our arrival the five excellent drivers (Britons who 
had served m the war and stayed out there) went to the 
head office of the mail company, and said “Look here! 
Whatever happens, we must keep Old Bill as a digger on the 
Staff |” 

Laudait a laudatis ! That was the finest compliment ever 
paid me ın the course of a long and variegated hfe, 
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